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"Then Lucy leaned forward to Philip and said, gently: ' It was but a pretense,
sir, to get chance of speech with you.'"
(See page 96)
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THE LEAGUE OF FIVE.

CHAPTE R I.
THE BOY MARTYRit.

. I

"Swing 'em up! They're old enough to bite, and
they're old enough to hang, like rebel pups, as they
are!"
And yet even the grim old Hessian sergeant, who
was doing the work; said compassionately: "Ach, Gott,
herr captain, dey vas only kinder schildren."
"Swing 'em up, I tell you!" shouted Bulldog Ferguson, getting red in the face. "The cubs are old
enough to hang !"
Yet they were only children- the youngest not ten,
the oldest only fourteen, with frank, honest faces and
so!emn-looking blue eyes, as they stood in the shadow
of the gallows, their arms pinioned with cruel cords, a
crowd of brutal German soliders round them, while
they heard nothing but the merciless order :
"Swing 'em up! They're old enough to hang!"
And why were they to hang, these boys of East
Chester, not twenty miles from New York, standing
on the green before old St. Paul's, in sight of the same
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salt meadows, creek and distant bay as to-day ? What
had they done to deserve death so young?
Only that morni ng , they had been playing on the
green, when they had seen the gleam of bayonets, afar
off, on the road from Throgg's N eck, and had run to
tell the people :
"The British are coming ! Rouse up !"
The hardy farmers of the neighborhood, hearing the
news, had turned out with their rusty firelocks to repel
what they thought a small marauding party, and fi red
into the advanced skirmish line only to find that the
enemy were nearly five hundred strong, principally
Hessians ; so that the twenty or thirty Americans had
to run for their lives to carry the news through West
Chester County that the British were coming in, behind Gen. Washington, who was then at Kingsbridge,
and to warn him to fall back, if he would not be cut
off and all hopes of saving l!berty destroyed forever.
The boys of to-day, when they read in thei.r school
histories the story of the year 1776, seldom realize what
a dark year it was, and what trials boys like themselves
had to undergo, in days within the memories of some
of our grandfathers, who told them as old stories to
the fathers of these very boys.
There stands old St. Paul's, East Chester, to-day,
the same church as then ; and the salt meadows and
creek are still unaltered from what they were on that
dreadful day, when the three Underhill boys were
hung by the Hessians on the iron strut that held the
sign of the Underhill Tavern, which stands there, today, opposite the church, now known as the Fay Mansion.
For, before the Americans fell back to spread the
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news, they had killed three Hessian soldiers and one
officer, and wounded nearly a dozen more, and Bulldog
Ferguson, the commander, was wild for his revenge.
And the last shot, which killed Ensign Habelman,
had been fired from a window of the Underhill Tavern,
by some one who had escaped and been seen to ride
away full speed toward Kingsbriclge.
Therefore Maj. Ferguson had seized the boys, and
they stood under the faded old sign, where the portrait
of George III. had not yet been painted out, though
three ropes dangled from the iron bar, with nooses at
the end.
And under the bar, with nooses round their necks,
stood the three children who were to die.
Very pale they were, and there was a pitiful, appealing look in their soft blue eyes as they looked
round into the stern faces of the hard, brutal Germans,
and the square, bulldog countenance which had given
his nickname to Ferguson.
They saw the village where they had been reared,
the pool in the creek where they had dived in the July
heats, many a day before ; the trees turning crimson
and gold in the soft October noon ; everything looking
so beautiful now that they were about to leave it forever.
A low groan burst from the frightened group of
women, looking on afar off, as the grim old sergeant
put the noose round the neck of the last ; and one might
have seen, even in the stolid faces of the Hessians,
signs of some compunction at what they were doing;
while the sergeant was as slow as he could be, though
he did not dare disobey orders.
Finally he touched his hat, saying gruffly:
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8

The Boy Marty rs.

"All is ready, herr major."
Then Bulldog Fergus on called out, sharply :
"Three men to those ropes- you, you and you."
The Hessians indicated stepped out in all their glory
of furred dolmans and pelisses, and took hold of the
ropes, while the major approached the boys and looked
sternly into the three white faces.
"Tell me who fired from this house and I'll let you
off," he said.
The three boys looked at him, but neither spoke, and
he directly addressed the eldest:
"Do you know who killed my officer?"
"I cannot tell you," was all the answer the boy made.
"Why not?" asked Fergus on, sternly.
"Because I am an American, and we never turn
traitors ," was the low reply, given throug h white lips,
but with eyes flaming defiance.
The major struck him fiercely with his open hand.
"Insole nt cub, don't you know that the Yankees are
all traitors to the best king that ever lived?"
The boy made no answer, and the captain said to
the sergeant :
"Swing up the little one, quick!"
Then came another groan from the frightened
women, and one of them dropped down in a dead faint
as the younge r child was swung up from the ground
and hung there, gurglin g out his poor little life with
a horrible, chokin g sound.
The captain seized the eldest boy by the shoulder and
shook him furiously, saying savagely:
••Quick I Tell me who it was, and I'll cut your
brother down !"
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A terrible struggle agitated the poor bpy's breast,
but all he answered was, in a stifled way :
"Kill us all! I'll never turn traitor !"
"Swing up the second!" was the merciless order of
the brutal Ferguson.
And in a moment the second child was dangling in
the air, so close to his pinioned brother that, as he
struggled in his death agony, his feet struck the last
of the three left alive to torture him still more.
Then at last the poor boy broke out into a wild cry:
"Paul! Harry! Oh, my God! Mother, mother I
where are you?"
And with that down he fell on the ground, with the
noose yet round his neck, and lay still.
The brutal major watched the swinging bodies with
an expression of bitter anger at his own disappointment, and at last stirred the senseless boy with his foot,
saying to the sergeant, shortly:
"Let him hang, too, then; obstinate cub that he is t
Swing him up, as an example to the rest."
The grim old sergeant stooped down and laid his
broad hand on the boy's chest, after which he looked up
at the major with a singular expression as he said,
quietly:
"De poy's tead, herr major."
It was true. The agony had broken his young heart,
and he had cheated the worst that Ferg uson could do.
And then, as if to make the horror of the scene still
more impressive, a wild figure, all rags and tatters,
that had been lounging round among the villagers,
gaping at the execution with a vacant stare of unmistakable idiocy, suddenly darted to the fallen body, with
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a wild, inarticulate cry, like a dog howling over his
master's grave.
Ferguson started at the sudden yell with which the
poor, demented creature had burst in among the soldiers, and said, sternly, to a woman, .who had run
eagerly after the boy :
"What 's this? Who's this fellow?''The woman, pale, thin, miserable and trembling for
fear of his fate, managed to falter out:
"For God's sake don't hurt him, sir! He isn't right
in his head, sir. It's my son, that they call Crazy Dan,
sir, and he loved the child!"
Anyone could see it from the way in which the poor,
demented boy had caught up the body, and was hu;sging it in his arms, rocking to and fro, and crooning 2
low song, as if hushing a baby to sleep. But lhe maj or
only said, shortly:
"So much the worse for him. Who were t11ose cubs?
What was their name ?"
The woman faltered out:
"Oh, sir, only the Underhill boys-Paul, Harry and
Esau."
"And who fired that shot?" asked the major, sternly.
"I saw him ride away. Who was he?"
The woman burst into tears, while Crazy Dan
rocked the dead boy in his arms, moaning over him
more like a dumb animal than ever. ·
"Oh, sir," she sobbed out, "it was too cruel to kill
them for that. It was their e!clP.r brother, Philip
Underhill, of the Ranger$. They could i1ot betray him,
could they?"
And when Bulldog Ferguson heard that a slight
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change came over even his iron features, as he muttered:
"Poor little beggars ! I'm sorry for it. Their
brother! But it can't be helped."
Then he went back to his command and issued his
next orders, in tones that showed the irritation of selfaccusation to be sharp.
"What are you staring at, you fools? Get into the
ranks again and move on. We've lost too much time
already. Fall in! Let those bodies down. Skirmishe rs
to the front. Forward, march!"
And the glittering bayonets passed up the road, Bulldog Ferguson riding ahead, leaving the peaceful village
green silent and deserted, save for the dead bodies;
Crazy Dan rocking poor little Esau Underhill in his
arms and moaning in the same pitiful, animal way as
before.
And so passed an hour, till the hoofbeats of a horse
caused one of the women to cry out agitatedly :
"Oh, my God! here comes Philip Underhill. Who'll
tell him?"

CHAPTE R II.
PHILIP AND THE IDIOT BOY.

The horseman coming in from Kingsbrid ge was a
youth, hardly more than a boy. He was a tall, handsome young fellow, fair-haired and blue-eyed like his
brothers, mounted on a fine bay horse and carrying a
long rifie over his knees, the stock and barrel inlaid
with silver. He wore a powder horn and bullet pouch,
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and was dressed in the fringed white hunting shirt,
which hunters of the time affected, and which many of
the new companies in Washingto n's poorly equipped
army adopted as the cheapest obtainable. In fact, he
was only a militiaman of that day, untrained, save at
home, but his face and bearing were those of a born
soldier.
The women of the hamlet knew him from afar and
came running out of their cottages, gathering in front
of the bodies to hide them from his sight; but he paid
no heed to them, as he asked cragerly:
"Which way have they gone, the British, I mean?"
"To New Rochelle," chorused the women.
They had seen the column take that road, and knew
that the British fleet lay at New Rochelle, sweeping the
land with broadsides to cover the landing of more
troops.
Philip Underhill looked round at the houses curiously, saying:
"Humph! they have improved their manners, I see;
I thought they would have set fire to the houses.
Never mind, ladies, it is a long lane that has no turning. I had a hard ride, but I warned the general in
time, and he will be beyond White Plains by nightfall.
Where are the boys-hidi ng?"
He had n0 suspicion of what had happened. He had
simply come back to follow up the enemy.
"Where are the boys?" he repeated, presently, in a
tone of impatience. "I want to tell Esau how to take
care of things while I'm away."
The women were silent, and he saw in their faces
that something had happened. He turned a little paler,
and asked:

Philip and the Idiot Boy.

13

"What is the matter? Why don't you speak? Have
the British carried them off?"
And then, in the midst of the oppressive silence that
followed, he heard the low moaning of Crazy Dan, as
he rocked to and fro with the body of poor little Esau
in his arms.
The woman had removed the dead bodies of the
other boys to the house, where they had laid them out
decently; but when they had tried to take Esau from the
idiot he had glared at them so ferociously and uttered
such a savage, animal snarl, that they had shrunk from
him in fear, though he had not seemed to care when
they took away the other children.
Now, as he sat there, rocking the dead boy to and
fro, Philip Underhill leaped from his horse, burst
through the group of pale women and uttered a low
cry at the sight that met him.
Then he stood staring at Dan as if turned to stone,
and it was not till one of the women touched him on
the shoulder that he looked round and asked hoarsely:
"Who did that?"
They all burst out sobbing, and Dan's mother told
him the story in a few, pitiful words.
"The Hessians hung Paul and Harry for not telling
who fired at their officer, and Esau dropped dead as a
stone when he saw his brothers murdered."
Philip Underhill listened to the recital like one in a
maze. His eyes were dry, but gleaming with a strange
light.
They had expected him to burst out raving, or to
break down in sobs ; but, after his first hoarse question,
he seemed cold and hard, almost as if he did not feel
the blow he had received.
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After a long pause, in which he looked steadily at
the body, the women watchin g him in alarm, he laid
his hand on the head of the idiot boy, who looked up
with the same angry snarl as before. But his vacant
face changed when he saw Philip, and he burst into a
storm of sobs and tears, stamme ring brokenl y:
"Oh, Phil! Phil! Phil! Cappen Phil! Esau cold!
cold I cold !"
The bereaved one looked at him steadily. He had
known Dan from a child, and the idiot had always
called him "cappen ," from some idea that he was a
leader among the other boys. People said that he had
acquired a strange influence over the half-wit ted creature. He could make him talk when none else could,
and Dan would follow him about like a faithful dog.
"Dan," said Philip, slowly, "do you know the man
who killed Esau?"
A look of intelligence gleamed from the dull eyes,
and Dan said, with suppressed eagerne ss:
"Yes, Cappen Phil. I know him. I know him !"
"Will you show him to me, Dan?" asked Philip.
The idiot nodded violently.
Then Philip turned away to the worr.en, and said in
a low, grave tone:
"Show me the others."
They took him into the house, and showed him the
poor little bodies, laid out decently on a large bed, beside which sat a white-headed old man-hi s own grandfather, so old that sense and memory were almost gone
now. The poor old man did not know there was any
revolution going on, for he looked up almost as vacantly
as Dan, and smiled and nodded to Philip, saying:

Philip and the Idiot Boy.
"Phil, Phil I Be quite quiet. Boys tired. Let 'em
sleep."
"He don't know it, sir, any more than the babe unborn," whispered one of the women. "What a mercy
their poor father and mother ain't here to fret over
them."
A quick spasm passed over the face of Philip Underhill, as he said, hoarseiy:
"Thank God for that, at least. They are all together now."
Then he bent down and silently kissed the cold, white
foreheads, after which he said to the women, in a stifled
kind of way:
"See to the funeral for me. I must away to my duty.
·God bless you for what you have done. Take care of
my grandfather."
He went to the old man's chair, bent down an:'
kissed his forehead, at which the other looked up.
"Hey, Phil. Phil, what is it?"
"Good-by, grandfather," was all the boy could say,
brokenly.
The old man's eye fell on the long rifle in the lad's
hand, and his face lighted up as he said, eagerly:
"Going hunting, Phil? Good boy. Bring home a
deer. I like venison. Good boy, Phil. Good-by, goodby."
Then he nodded again as if sleepy, and so they left
him, sitting in his armchair by the dead bodies, while
Philip went out and tapped the idiot boy sharply on the
shoulder, saying:
"Dan, get up. Come with me."
The poor creature hesitated and hugged the dead boy
a little closer, saying moaningly:
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"Cappen Phil! No take Esau! No take Esau!"
"Esau is asleep," said Phil, gravely; "give him to
me, Dan."
And then, without a murmur, Crazy Dan obeyed,
placing the dead boy in the arms of his brother.
For one moment the stalwart young fellow shuddered as he felt the dead weight, and muttered:
"My brother! My brother!"
For Esau had been his favorite.
But the short-lived emotion was over in a moment,
leaving his white face set like a mask of stone, as he
gave the body to the women, saying quietly as he did it:
"See them buried decently. There is money in the
house. Grandfather will not live long, and there is
enough to take care of him while he lasts. I am going
away now. You will not see me again till I have
avenged this murder. Come, Dan."
Dan's mother ran forward with a cry as the idiot boy
followed his young master submissively, crying aloud:
"Phil, Phil, don't Jet them hurt Dan!"
He waved his hand to her with a singular, solemn air.
"Is he better than my brothers?" was all he asked.
Then, as she drew back, he added more kindly:
"We are going to the woods, where we shall be safe.
Good-by!"
He mounted his horse and called Dan to his side.
The idiot, as soon as Esau had been removed from
his sight, seemed to forget all about it, for he ran to
the side of the horse with a smile on his face, calling
out:
"Goin' huntin', Cappen Phil? Take Dan?"
Philip nodded to him.
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"Ay, ay. we are going hunting, Dan. Can you keep
up with Rover?"
The idiot gave a caper in the air that showed the
possession of wonderful strength and agility for all his
weak brain, and cried, in tones of delight:
"Dan keep up ! Come on, Cappen Phil ; I show
you!"
And with that down the road toward New Rochelle
he ran, with the speed of a deer, putting the bay horse
to a gallop to keep up with him, the women watching
him wistfully as he went till the turning of the road and
the trees hid them both from sight.
Once out of sight, the idiot boy ran on as tirelessly
as a dog in the road till they had crossed the old creek
and stood on the top of a hill, overlooking the Sound
and the bays of New Rochelle. Then he uttered a cry
like that of a wild beast, and pointed down to the water
and land, which was covered with ships, gleaming steel,
and all the paraphernalia of an army and fleet.
The vacant face seemed to be transformed into that
of a demon. The thin lips were drawn back from the
white teeth in a snarl like that of an ang ry dog, as Dan
shrieked out:
"Dan see 'em! Dan see 'em! Men hurt Paul and
Harry I There, there!"
The young scout looked down on the scene in silence
as he drew his rein on the summit of the hill. Anxious
as he was for revenge, he saw that it was useless to
expect it there, for the British soldiers covered the face
of the country, and were already moving inland, in the
direction of White Plains, where he knew that the
Americans were gathering. Scattered parties were almost within gunshot, and even as he looked came the
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flash of a piece, and a bullet struck the ground some
little way ahead.
Philip Underhill hesitated only a moment, and then
said to Dan:
"Come with me, Dan. They are too many now, but
I will tell the general what I have seen, and we will get
satisfaction some other day."
And he plunged into the woods in the direction of
the Hudson, the idiot keeping pace with the horse as
fleetly as ever.

CHAPT ER III.
CRAZY DAN.

Nearly two months had passed away, and the bare
branches of the trees sighed in the winter winds that
wailed over the snows amid the desolate regions on the
banks of the frozen Delaware, when Philip Underhil l
and Crazy Dan sat by a smoldering fire in the woods
not far from the river.
The idiot boy was gnawing the bones of a squirrel,
with an expression of animal satisfaction; Philip was
staring gloomily into the fire, as if buried in thought.
Not far off, the bay horse was munching corn from a
nosebag under a tree.
The low grounds by the river were flooded and
frozen; the forests stood black amid the snow wreaths,
and Christmas had come; a gloomy Christmas for the
Americans. The British troops h'a<l driven the patriots
in disaster from Brooklyn, New York and Westche ster
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County till they had taken refuge beyond New Jersey.
Cornwallis, with his dragoons and Hessians was taking
his will through the province, plundering and burning,
while the Hessians, more savage even than the troops
of the king, vied with each other in brutality, till the
English grenadiers were ashamed of their comradesin-arms. The provinces of New York, New Jersey and
Rhode Island were prostrate at the feet of thirty-five
thousand royal troops, and the Tories of the country
were coming in by scores to give their submission to
Howe.
Even the militia of Washington's army was melting
away by desertion or the expiration of terms of service;
whole regiments leaving him at a time, till it seemed as
if all was indeed lost. Everything looked dark for the
patriots, while the English were living on the fat of
the land. No wonder poor Philip Underhill looked
gloomy, and as he looked across the smoldering fire at
the idiot, thought to himself:
"Would that I, too, had lost my senses. Perhaps I
should not suffer as much as I do."
For Crazy Dan was a strange compound, as well as
a strange figure . He had the frame of a young giant,
the activity of a cat, the cunning (in some things) of a
fox, with the intellect of a little child. When not required to talk or reason, he frequently displayed singular acuteness of observation. He would catch fish in a
stream with his bare hands by stealthy movements, as
the heron does; find birds' nests, squirrels' holes and
rabbits' forms where no one else would think of looking ; and seemed to be on familiar terms with all the
animal creation like one of themselves, while he followed and obeyed Philip like a tame dog. When Philip
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talked to him he seemed to understand, though he could
not answer-just as a dog does.
That day he sat gnawing his bones just like a dog,
Philip staring moodily at the fire, when Dan suddenly
stopped and uttered a hiss.
It was the idiot's signal that he had something to
communicate which the other had failed to detect.
Dan's senses were as sharp as those of a wild animal.
Philip stretched out his hand for his rifle, and Dan
rolled over on his face, looking intently through the
brush toward the road.
A moment later, Philip, watching his childish face
intently, saw it assunie an expression of intense ferocity.
The lips were drawn back to show the teeth, like a dog
snarling, and then, with a swift, gliding movement,
Dan crept on all fours to the top of the bank that hid
their fire, threw himself flat on his face, and peeped
over the top.
Philip, who had learned to trust him as much as a
dog, crept up beside him, gun in hand, and could see in
the distance the outline of some one on horseback going
slowly toward the village of Trenton, which was about
six miles off.
The person on horseback seemed to be accompanied
by two others on foot; but that was all Philip could see.
He looked at Dan sharply. The boy's face was perfectly diabolical in its ferocity, as he watched the dist.ant figure, while, at the same time, he appeared to be
desperately afraid or horror-stricken.
"What is it, Dan?" Philip whispered, at last.
"Esau, Esau !" moaned the boy. "Cold, cold, cold I
Man did it! Man did it!"
Philip started and clutched his arm hard.
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"Do you mean yonder is one of the men who killed
Esau?" he asked.
The idiot nodded violently.
"Man did it. One, two, '!even--"
He tried to count on his fingers, as a two-year-old
child might, and failed; but finally held up one hand
showing he meant five.
His companion had had too much experience of
Dan's marvelous acuteness of vision to doubt that he
recognized one of the murderers of the children, at the
distance of half a mile. He said to him only:
"Come, Dan, find him."
Dan uttered a low whine of delight, just as a dog
might, and began a marvelously skillful advance, to
intercept the people on the road; Philip following him
closely, knowing by experience that the idiot was sure
to take the best possible way.
In fact, Dan advanced on his foes just as a panther
might, gliding from tree to tree, peeping round each to
make sure he was not seen, and stealing forward only
when he saw the coast clear.
In this manner, followed by Philip, Dan reached a
clump of trees, about three hundred yards ahead of the
approaching party, and then waited, trembling all over,
like a cat preparing to spring.
Yet Dan had not a single weapon about him; and
his long, matted, yellow hair hung down on either side
of the face of a child, though his sinewy frame was
that of a young Hercules.
Philip crept up beside him and whispered, sharply:
"Keep still ! Quiet, I say !"
Instantly Dan sunk down, like a dog at "down
charg-e" ; though his eyes were still fixed on the road.
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Philip's word was law, and had to be obeyed; and
they waited until the approaching party hc.ve in sight.
Then Philip saw that the person on horsebac k was
a woman.
She was coming slowly along, the bridle thrown
over her horse's head, while the animal was led by a
grim-looking Hessian sergeant ; a second Hessian soldier walking on the other side, musket on shoulder.
The sergeant carried only a halberd and a short
sword, and the woman was obviously a prisoner.
Philip leveled his rifle and fired at the Hessian with
the musket, who instantly dropped like a log. In the
same moment Crazy Dan uttered a wild yell and rushed
out, bare-handed as he was, straight for the sergeant.
But the sergeant, nowise taken by surprise, threw forward his halberd instantly, to run Dan through. He
did not know the strength and cunning of the demented
boy.
With an active spring Dan evaded the thrust of the
clumsy weapon; seized it in his hands, and began a
fierce struggle for its possession, snarling and growling
like a wild beast, till he had got close to the Hessian,
when he let go the halberd and rushed at the other's
throat. From that moment the struggle was practically
over, for it was with the strength of a wild animal that
Dan clutched, tore and bit at his foe, till he had fairly
got the old soldier down, choking the life out of him.
In his best days the old sergeant could not have mastered Dan, and now he was old and stiff. He became
fainter and fainter, till at last he lay still, his face
purple and distorted, his eyes starting from his head.
At this moment Philip, who had coolly reloaded his

Crazy Dan.

23

rifle while the struggle was going on, called out
sharply:
"Let go! Let go, I say!"
The idiot obeyed reluctantly and drew back, watching the senseless body like a dog about to spring if he
detected the least sign of life; while Philip approached
the woman on horseback, who had been sitting, as if
petrified with fear, staring at Crazy Dan. Her horse,
which was thin and poor, stood with drooping head indifferent to all.
Then Philip took off his hat and said in the grave,
rather stilted way of speaking then common in addressing ladies:
"I regret, madam, to have been obliged to force such
a scene on a lady ; but you were a prisoner to these men
and now you are free."
He looked at her closely as he spoke, and saw that
she had a beautiful young face, with dark eyes and
hair; while her voice was very sweet and tremulous as
she said:
"I was a prisoner, sir; but who are you? Surely you
speak like one who wishes well to the good cause, but
I thought none of our troops were left this side of the
Delaware."
"I am a patriot, madam. To which cause do you
hold?" he said.
"To the Congress, sir. But I have not dared say it
openly; for my father is a Loyalist, and high in favor
with the H essian colonel, Rahl, whose men are in
Trenton."
"And how came you to be a prisoner?" asked Philip,
curiously.
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The young lady glanced apprehensively round her,
as if fearing to be overheard ; but none were nigh save
the dead soldier, the insensible sergeant and the idiot
boy, who stood watching the scene with a vacant stare,
all his short-lived fury departed.
"You are a patriot, sir," she said, at last. "How you
came here I know not; but you must be brave to be
bere, alone amid the British. You can do our country
a service. Will you do it?"
"I will, if it can be done," was all he said.
"Listen," she replied. "I am Lucy Field, and my
father is Deacon Field, of the church at Trenton. There
are two regiments of Hessians there, and the nearest
troops are twelve miles away. I heard that our general
was over the river, with several thousand troops, and I
determined to tell him if I could cross the river. But
there was no boat, and as I was signaling to the other
bank I was taken by the Hessian patrol, and sent in, as
you saw. Now, sir, will you cross the river and tell the
good general what a chance he has."
"I will, madam," said Philip, gravely. "Permit me
to add that, if all our girls had your spirit we should not
be slaves long. Ride home, Mistress Lucy Field, and
God speed you."
"And may I not know the name of my preserver,
sir?" she asked, looking at his handsome face with a
blush that became her well.
"You may call me Philip," he answered . "I have no
0ther name now. It is lost till this war is ended."
They were interrupt ed by a fierce snarl from Crazy
Dan as the sergeant stirred, and Philip added, hastily,
to Lucy:
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"Ride home, Mistress Lucy Field, quickly. It grows

late."
She looked timidly at the idiot boy, and he added:
"Fear not for yourself or me, madam. Only go
home, for fear aught may befall you."
And with that she rode away, not lookjng behind
her, while Philip turned to the reviving sergeant.

CHAPTER IV.
THE SERGEANTS PATE.

The excitement of the idiot was growing again as
he watched the faint struggles of the sergeant, and it
required all Philip's authority to restrain him from
springing once more on the helpless man. He ordered
Dan to "lie down," just as if he had been a dog, and
the idiot obeyed him like one, but lay there glaring at
the sergeant, as the poor wretch opened his eyes and
struggled up to a sitting posture, only to find Philip
standing before him with a rifle pointed at him, as he
demanded, sternly:
"vVho are you ?"
The sergeant looked up stupidly.
"Ach, Gott ! I surrender. Vat more you vant ?"
Philip turned to Dan, asking :
"Is this one of them ?''
''Yes, Cappen Phil, yes-yes ! Man did it," the idiot
cried, eagerly.
Then the bereaved brother began:
"What is you• name, rank, regiment?"
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"Sergt. Hans Weber, Twelft' Regimenter, Hessian
contingent," was the sulky reply.
"Were you at East Chester in October?"
"Yah, yah ; I vas in East Shester? V ot of dot?"
Philip's voice grew hoarser as he asked :
"Did you see three children hung there?"
Then the sergeant turned pale, as he stammered :
"Ach, Gott, yah ! It was bad, bad, too bad. It was
not my fault. I dry to save dem schildren, but de
major he vas resolf."
Philip never allowed his voice to show any excitement as he said :
"Who was the major? A Hessian?"
"Ach, Gott, nein I Ve vas bad mans, but not so bad
as dot."
"Who was he, then?"
"He vas Maj. Ferguson, dot dey call Pulltog Ferguson of dem Royal Scots."
Philip drew a long breath.
"Did he order the hanging?"
"Yah, yah ; I tole you dot pefore."
"What had you to do with it?"
"I hafe to opey orter, mein · herr. I put de rope
round dem neck. Put I vas not de onlee von. No,
inteet, I vas not, mein herr."
He said this tremulously, for he saw that the face
of the youth before him was growing as black as a
thunder cloud; but Philip only said, cocking his rifle
as he spoke:
"Who were the others ? Quick, before I kill you !"
He looked so determined that the sergeant cried out:
"Mein Gott, dor"t shoot! I dells-I dells. Dere vas
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Hans Kruger, unt Wilhelm Bruns, unt Franz Kappellman. Dey vas all of mein gompany-all."
Slowly the outcast patriot boy repeated the names to
himself, as if to fix them in his memory, and then
asked:
"Where are they now ?"
"Mit der regimenter-ach, Gott! vat vas you going
to do?"
He started to his feet at something he saw in Philip's
eye, and the youth replied, slowly:
"I am going to kill you. I am the brother of those
boys, and I have vowed vengeance on all concerned in
their execution . Say your prayers !"
The grim old sergeant flushed up and faced him
boldly.
"Shoot avay, den. You vas a tarned coward to shoot
an unarm man."
And he looked so proud that Philip hesitated a moment. Not for long, thoug h. He lowered the rifle,
and pointed to the musket of the dead Hessian, saying
briefly:
"Pick up that gun, then. Take a chance for your
life."
The sergeant ran to the fallen piece, and Philip allowed him to pick it up and cock it. But as he was
raising it to his shoulder came a sharp crack, and the
Hessian dropped like a log, shot through the heart,
while Crazy Dan capered about, crying, with a shrill
laugh:
"One, Cappen Phil ! one I one! More coming!
More coming !"
Philip pointed to the halberd, saying briefly:
"Take that and come along, Dan. We have to cross
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the river. The shots will attract attention. Follow
me."
They went back throug h the woods with much the
same precaution with which they had advanced, for
they knew that they were still in the midst of enemies,
who might be attracte d by the sound of firing.
Dan carried the halberd of the sergeant on one shoulder, the musket of the soldier on the other, and capered
and humme d as he went; for he already seemed to
have forgotten everyth ing except that he had a new toy
in his hands. When they reached the place where the
fire had been, they found it smoldered into a heap of
embers ; but anothe r discovery startled them still more.
The horse was gone !
For a moment Philip could scarcely believe his eyes.
The next he saw the tracks in the snow, quite plain,
and said to Dan :
"Horse gone. Find him, Dan."
The idiot understood him and set off on the track
with the silent obedience of a dog.
Presen tly he threw away the musket and halberd, as
if he had forgotten all about them in a new excitement,
and cried out: "Me see him!" Darting off throug h the
woods at a rate of speed that puzzled Philip to keep up
with him, till of a sudden he paused and pointed to the
figure of a horseman, followed by two footmen, coming along the road at the edge of the wood , in an opposite direction from that which had been t:l ·:en by Lucy
Field, and going straigh t toward the river Delawa re.
Then Philip called to Dan:
"Stop ! Hide!"
The idiot boy instantly slipped behind a tree, when
the two kept up their cautious advance in the same way
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in which they had stalked the two Hessians, till they
arrived at a place whlch they knew the others must
pass, where they waited in hiding.
Presently the three strangers came in view, and
Philip discovered that they were all boys, the oldest
only about eighteen.
From the family likeness he concluded them to be
brothers, and their dress showed them to be farm boys.
One, mounted on Philip's horse, carried a long rifle,
the others had common fowling pieces, but all had
horns and pouches.
Dan seemed to regard them with perfect equanimity,
and Phllip always trusted the idiot's instinct to scent
foes.
As soon as they were near enough he hailed them
from behind a tree, and the effect was instantaneous.
Quick as a flash the' mounted boy was off his horse,
and all three had taken to cover, with a quickness that
argued long practice, when Philip heard the cry:
"Who goes there ? King or Congress ?"
"Congress !" replied Philip, from behind ms tree.
"Who are you ?"
"Patriots," came back the answer; but no one stirred
from his covert.
Then Philip cried out angrily :
"Why did you steal my horse? Is that the way one
patriot treats another? Come out and show yourselves,
if you are patriots. I am not afraid."
With that he stepped out into full view, and instantly
his three opponents came out also, and stood there,
looking puzzled and half ashamed of themselves, while
he pursued, "Why did you steal my horse?"
The eldest boy answered rather sheepishly:
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"We thought he was a Tory's horse. We didn't
know that any of our kind were on this side of the
river, except ourselves. We're sorry."
"And how long have you been here?" asked Philip,
looking at them with some curiosity. They were all
strong, handsome lads, with the frank faces of true
American boys.
One of them answered quietly:
"Ever since the general retreated. He may give up
the fight, but we won't, till every one of us is killed."
"And who are we?" asked Philip, still more curiously.
The eldest answered at once:
"I'm Paul Harvey and these are my brothers, John
and Peter."
"And where do you live?"
All three boys smiled, and Paul said, in a tone of
much sarcasm :
"We don't live; we just hold on, as long as we can
kill a Hessian."
"But you have a father and mother, and a home,
surely?"
Again the boys laughed, but this time with inexpressible bitterness.
"Strangers," said Paul, shortly, "we had them all a
month ago. The Hessians burned the house, shot our
father dead, dashed out the baby's brains on the doorstep, and one of them stabbed mother; now you know
what sort of a home we have."
Philip's eyes glittered, as he asked, quietly:
"When did this happen?"
"After they drove our men out of the works in
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Brooklyn, stranger. And now, turn about is fair play.
Who are you?"
They seemed to fear nothing, these boys of a hundred
years ago. They acted like grown men in their selfreliant courage. But Philip said:
"One more question, and I'll answer. Where were
you when the Hessians murdered your people?"
"In the works, fighting the rest of them. Now,
stranger, who are you?"
"I am Philip Underhill, of the East Chester Rangers," replied the young man. "Last October my three
brothers were hung by the Hessians. To-day I found
out the names of the murderers. I killed one of them.
I have found out something, and I want to cross the
river to tell the general that he has a chance to capture
all Rabi's men. Will you go with me?''
Paul Harvey looked sullen at once, replying:
"He won't do it, stranger. He ain't fit to be general.
Look how he gave in to the durned Britishers. But we
won't ; will we, boys?"
"No, no !" answered his brothers in chorus.
They were ragged and haggard. They looked halfstarved; but the spirit of '76 was in their hearts, and
they seemed to think they could beat the British army
alone.
Philip Underhill looked at them and said:
"Do you want to see the Hessians beaten, and avenge
your parents' death? If you do, let us join forces.
We are only boys, but we have shown that we can kill
men. Let us make a league of five !"
"A league of four, stranger. Where's the fifth?"
asked Paul.

CHAPTER V.
THE LEAGUE OF FIVE.

Pllilip Underhill smiled when he heard the question
of Paul.
"The fifth lies within ten feet of you ; and I could
have killed you all as you came up, thanks to him.
Come out, Dan." And forth from the shelter of the
tree, where he had hidden, came Crazy Dan, with his
usual vacant smile, and stood by his master.
Paul Harvey burst into a scornful laugh as he said:
"Why, anyone kin see that's a nateral. What can
he do for us ?"
"He can stand you on your head," replied Philip,
quietly. "Dare you put down your gun and try?''
Paul was a stout, muscular young fellow, and he instantly accepted the challenge, and, throwing down his
rifle, advanced on Dan.
"Put him on his hea~, Dan," said Philip, sharply, as
Paul advanced to catch the simple-looking boy unawares. Dan nodded and laughed.
"All right, Cappen Phil ; all right."
The next moment there was a confusion of limbs in
the air, and Crazy Dan threw the athletic young fellow
on the top of his head with a skill and force that left no
doubt of Paul's inferiority; so that he got up, looking
sheepish and said very shamefacedly :
"I guess he's some good. I take it back. I'm ready
to join the league if you are."
Philip Underhill held out his hands and said:
"Then let us join hands, all of us, and swear never
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to rest, night or day, till we have avenged our families'
murders on the Hessians, and seen our country free
and independent."
"We swear it!" cried the three boys.
Then Paul Harvey said, briskly:
"And you shall be captain. Give the orders, Capt.
Underhill, and we'll obey them. You're the oldest and
know the most."
Philip grasped his hand warmly; for the confidence
of the other touched him in a warm spot, as he said:
"Then take my horse and ride to the river. Cross
it if you can, and get to the general. Tell him that
there are only two regiments of Hessians in Trenton,
with the nearest troops twelve miles away."
"I'll do it, cap," said Paul, tightening the girths of
the horse as he spoke. "Where shall I meet you as I
come back?"
"In this swamp. The rest of us will be on the lookout for you, and will watch the enemy to-night."
Then they all shook hands, and Paul Harvey
mounted the horse and rode off toward the river, not
noting that, as soon as he was out of sight, Philip Underhill began to write something on a piece of paper,
which he gave to Crazy Dan.
Young Harvey finally found himself by the banks of
the river, and looked across on the most dismal scene
he had ever beheld.
The banks were covered with snow ; the dark forests
were moaning mournfully in the winter wind, while the
black river, half covered with great floating cakes of
ice, was hurrying by in a manner that made it almost
impossible to cross even with a boat, save at the price of
great danger.
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Paul fastened up his horse in a safe place, and then
returned to the river. He was some miles above Trenton, and that part of the bank was deserted, while on
the other side of the river, nothing was to be seen that
looked like human habitation. If the patriot army was
there, it was effectually hidden from view.
"How shall I cross?" muttered the boy to himself,
looking doubtfully at the floating ice. "There is not a
boat on this side; not even a scow."
He knew that Washington had cleared the banks
when he first crossed the river, and had owed his safety,
ever since, to nothing else, save that first measure of
precaution. The British had not thought it worth
while to send for boats, when they expected the river
to freeze solid, almost daily.
"How shall I cross?" repeated Paul Harvey to himself.
As if to .answer his thought, he spied a black speck
on the ice; and soon distinguished a figure slowly making its way on the cakes of ice across the river, carried
down every now and then, but still going on.
"What one man can do, another can," said Paul,
aloud.
With that he watched for the next piece of ice, and
manage<i to leap to it and run across it, in time to find
another piece floating by.
In five minutes more he was fairly afloat in the rapid
river, t00 far to g-o back, but seeing plainly, as he advanced, that it might be miles down the river before he
managed to land on the other shore. And the man in
the advance had evidently come to the same conclusion;
for, as Paul advanced, the time came when they occu-
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pied the same cake of ice, the last to be found, at the
edge of a black channel, at least fifty feet wide. 'They
had gone as far as they could toward the other shore.
But when Paul reached the cake, he found, to his
amazement, that his companion was Crazy Dan, whom
he had left behind in the swamp. The idiot was grinning and capering about on the cake, yelling every now
and then, as if trying to atract attention from the other
shore.
When Paul had gained his side, the idiot nodded and
laughed in his usual manner, and Paul asked him:
"What are you doing, Dan?"
"Cappen say come. Cappen, Cappen Phil. See,
see!"
Dan held up a small, white note as he spoke, and
Paul saw that it was addressed to "General George
Washington."
"Give me that note, Dan," he said, coaxingly.
"No, no; Cappen Phil say no. Give it to general,
you no general," said Dan, shaking his head and grinning.
Then he raised his voice in a long yell, and Paul noticed some men on the farther shore, watching them.
He joined his voice to Dan's, and both wav~d their
hats, when a boat put out from the shore and rowed
out to them. As it came near, Paul saw the faded uniforms of the Continental troops, of which a few had
been raised the year before. They were the only remnant of the patriot army which had not deserted their
chief in that dark winter.
In the boat was a man, who called out to them:
"Are ye mad, that ye try to cross a river on floating
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ice? Lucky we saw ye in time, ye fools. Here, come
on board!"
"I want to see the general," cried Paul Harvey.
The words seemed to rouse some associations in
Crazy Dan's mind, for he held up his note, and
shouted:
"Yes, yes; general, general! Cappen Phil want see
general."
The soldiers looked surprised, but took the two boys
aboard, and rowed back to the Bristol bank, where a
sergeant of the Continentals said to Paul :
"What do you want of the general? You are from
the wrong side of the river, and who knows but what
you may be a spy?"
"Take me to the general, and you'll find out whether
I'm a spy," returned the boy, hotly. "I've been fighting the Hessians with my two brothers, when you and
your general ran away from them. Any man that says
I'm a spy lies."
''Don't get too hot, boy. You may find yourself in
the guardhouse. No one said you were a spy. But
we have our orders. You must give up your gun and
be blindfolded. If the general says it is all right, be
it so; but I don't allow boys to make me break orders."
Paul, seeing no help for it, submitted to be bound,
after being disarmed and blindfolded.
In that condition he was marched away, and when
at last they told him to halt and unbound his eyes, he
found himself in a room where a handsome young officer, of small size, and very dandified appearance, was
scrutinizing closely both him and Crazy Dan, who had
followed the other boy.
The idiot stood gaping round the room in his usual
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vacant manner, and the dandified little officer said
sharply to Paul:
"Now then, who are you, and what do you want here
with that boy?"
"I'm Paul Harvey, and I want to see the general,"
was the bold reply; for Paul was not in the least
abashed, and said to himself that "he could have broken
the little officer over his knee in a tussle at any time,"
which was about true. Moreover, the disdainful way
of the little officer irritated him, so that he spoke
sharply, and added rudely:
"And who are you that ask me? You ain't the general."
The little officer merely raised his eyebrows coldly as
he said:
"I'm Col. Hamilton , chief-of-staff, and if you have
anything to say to the general, say it to me first! Who
is that boy ?"
"He's got a letter from Capt. Philip Underhil l, of
our independ ent company of Rangers, " replied Paul,
loftily; for he wished to make the most imposing affair
he could of his errand.
Col. Hamilton put out his hand to Dan, saying:
"Give me that letter, boy."
Dan only grinned and hugged it close, saying:
"No, no ! Cappen Phil say general. You no general."
Hamilton could not help a smile at the idiot, and
Paul took advantag e of it to say:
"You can't cheat him, if he is a born nateral; nuther
he nor I is goin' to speak till we see the general."
They were interrupt ed by the entrance, from an inner
room, of a very tall, grave-looking gentleman.

The General's Plan.
He was considerably over six feet high, rather thin,
but broad in shoulder, with the appearance of great
strength; his countenance, with its severe gravity, its
cold, blue eyes, and thin, compressed lips, was that of
a person with few human passions in outward appearance; but there was an awe-inspiring dignity that
dashed even the reckless and rude Paul, as he said,
col dly :
"I am here, young man. What do you wish with
me?"
Paul asked no further questions, but stood up and
made an attempt to bow respectfully as he said :
"Capt. Underhill, of our Independent Rangers, sent
me, general. There's five of us have been hanging
round the Hessian camps for a month, and we've found
out that, if you cross over the river in the night, you
can capture nigh a thousand Hessians in Trenton.
There's only two regiments there, and the rest is twelve
miles off, sir."
The general looked a little surprised.
"Only two regiments? How do you know?"

CHAPTER VI.
THE GENERAL'S PLAN.

Paul saw that the general was interested, and repjed
at once:
"We've been hiding in the woods for nigh a month,
general, watching the Britishers, and we know what
we're a-talking about. Sir WiHiam Howe's gone to
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New York since the snow set in, and the rest of 'em
are lying loose round the country, doing nothing but
get drunk."
The general nodded thoughtfully, and, as Paul
stopped, thinking he was about to ask a question, said,
quietly:
"Go on. You may be a boy, but you are making a
good scout. What else did you see?"
Paul colored with pleasure at the kind words. He
had been greatly in awe of this grand-looking man, as
much so as he had been disposed to be contemptuous of.
the small and delicate-looking Hamilton.
Washington had the great advantage over his chiefof-staff-that he looked imposing, as well as had a
great mind, full of courage, that nothing could shake.
"Well, general," the boy said, "we've noticed them
getting drunk all over the country. We've been near
their fires when they was on guard, and seen 'em drink_ing, and we've heard 'em in Trenton, though we hain't
ventured into the village. Some are in Trenton, others
in Princeton, and more over the country, scattered all
the way to Hoboken. But if so be your honor wants
to see what an edicated gentleman says about it, jest
read the letter our cappen has writ ye. I'm a farmer's
son, sir, and don't know· much; but our cappen, that we
chose, he knows it all, and he sent you the letter by this
boy here, though he do look like as if he was a nateral."
The general turned his cold eyes on Dan for the first
time, with an air of some curiosity, asking:
"Is this the boy? What did you say your captain's
name was?"
"Capt. Philip Underhill, of East Chester, sir," said
.Paul.
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The name seemed to strike some responsive chord in
the general's breast, for he tapped his forehead meditatively, and said something to Hamilton in a low voice.
The young officer instantly replied :
"That was the name, general. He was very young,
almost a boy; but he saved the army by bringing in the
news he did."
Washington turned to Dan again, and held out his
hand, saying:
"You have a letter there, my boy. Give it to me."
The idiot stared at him as if he had seen him for
the first time. Hitherto he had been gaping about the
room, looking with great admiration at a handsome
sword that lay on the table by Hamilton's elbow, and
the gleam of the young officer's epaulets. Now he
turned and looked at Washington , with an awe that he
made no attempt to hide, muttering:
"Man, man, big man! Oh, so big!"
The general eyed h·ni steadily, and held out his hand.
"Give me the letter,' was all he said.
Dan hesitated, as if half frightened, repeating:
"General, general. Capt. Phil say general."
"I am the general; give it to me," said Washington ;
and the idiot instantly handed it over, laughing, as if he
thought he had done a very clever thing, and repeating:
"General, general. Me know general."
Then he stood staring at the grave face of Washington, as the patriot leader perused the note attentively,
nodding every now and then, as if satisfied.
Finally he looked up, and said, approvingly, to Hamilton:
"It is all right, colonel. Release the boys. They
are patriots, and have brought us good news. This
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young Underhil l is a treasure, and worth his weight in
gold. Tell Gen. Knox I wish to see him."
Then he turned round and questioned Paul very
closely on all he had seen in bis scouting ; the boy returning such answers that, when the general had finished, he said :
"Boy as you are, you have done as well as many men.
You have the spirit of a man in your heart, and you
love your country. You shall remain with us, if you
wish; for we cross the river to-morrow night."
Paul instantly began to fidget, though his face lighted
up at the praise given him by the general. He shifted
from one foot to the other, and finally said:
"Please, general, I promised the captain that I'd go
back, if I could. Ye see, we boys and him we've got
kinder used to each other, and we've all got a grudge
agin' the Hessians , and won't be easy till it's paid.
They killed my father and mother and baby sister, in
cold blood, while we was in the works with you, sir, in
Brooklyn ; and we hain't found who did it yet. Then
they hung the cappen's three little brothers, up in East
Chester, by their own door, and he found 01at the men
that did it to-day. So, ye see, general, Pd like t0 stay
with ye ever so much, sir; but we can't stand being
regular soldiers. We're kinder used to having our own
way, sir, and we fights on our awn hook, like. So, if
it's all the same to you, sir, I'd ruther go back and take
our chances, we five boys together, in ooc own way.''
The general listened attentively, and gave a slight
sigh as he heard the boy ramble on. But all he said
was:
"Be it so. You can return."
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TI1en, as he noted Paul brighten up, he added, very
grave ly:
"But let me tell you, my boy, that, till you and
the
rest of our people learn that this is not a war of priva
te
vengeance, we shall never chase the foe from our coasts
.
It will take many a lesson to teach ye all the neces
sity
of obedience to one, if the many are to act as one."
He looked cold and grave as he said it, and Paul
departe d, feeling mortified, he hardly knew why, and
followed by Dan, who retained his usual vacant stare,
till
they reached the river bank.
Here the idiot boy, with no more hesitation than
if
he had been walki ng on dry land, spran g on one
of the
floating cakes of ice, and ran off across the river,
as he
had done from the other side.
Paul, seeing that the task was an impossibility, waite
d
for the boat, by help of which he crossed, takin g
Dan
in on the way, and reaching the other shore just
as it
grew dark.
On the other shore they hunte d up the horse, which
they found tied to the same tree, and then Paul said
to
1
Dan:
"Come, where is the capta in?"
The idiot nodded and laughed, sayin g:
"Me find Cappen Phil. Come."
Then he trotte d off throu gh the forest straig ht as
an
arrow , and in less than half an hour they heard the
click
of John Harv ey's gun, as he called out:
"Hal t ! Who goes there ?"
"'Tis I-Pa ul-a nd the nateral," was the reply.
Then they went to the fire, where they found Unde
rhill and the two boys cooking some rabbits which
they
had snared that day in the snow.
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Philip questioned Paul, and then turned to Crazy
Dan.
"Did you see the general ?" he asked.
Dan nodded eagerly, after which his face assumed
an expression of unusual gravity, as he said, in a low,
hushed voice :
"Big, big, big ! So· big! Like--"
He seemed to be struggling in his feeble intellect for
some means of expressing the feeling that was in him,
and finally pointed up to the sky, saying in a whisper:
"Big like Him up there. General like that, Cappen
Phil."
Even the idiot had been struck with the majestic dignity with which the heroic chief withstood the misfortunes that had cowed almost everyone else in that land
in that terrible year.
Philip Underhill mused aloud as he heard the news.
"And the general said they would come to-morrow
night? That is well. To-night we can sleep. We are
far from the road, and our fire is unseen. But we must
do something to put the enemy off the track. Those
bodies must be taken from the road and hidden in the
snow. I marvel much, as it is, that they did not hear
the shots and come after us. It shows how careless
they must be, and how secure they feel, now that the
patriots are in Pennsylvania, and we naught but a group
of five boys in the wilds of Jersey."
"Boys or men, we'll show the Hessians we can fight
like men when it comes to fighting," said John Harvey,
heartily. "Lord, Cappen Phil, we ain't fairly begun to
fight yet. Wait till we git through, and you'll see the
Dutchmen will be wondering what the Yankee men are
like if the boys fight that way."
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Capt. Philip rose to his feet and observed :
"No use boasting, John Harve y. We have too much
to do. Come and let us get rid of these bodies before
the patrol stumbles on them. "
They went throu gh the woods and hunte d up the
scene of the day's conflict. The bodies of the Hessi an
soldier and his sergea nt lay in the snow, stiffened like
logs of wood, and easy to be carried.
They were quietly taken into the depths of the wood,
where a hcle was found in the swamp, at a place where
the springs made the groun d soft and warm enoug h not
to have frozen yet.
There the bodies were hidde n away, after which the
five boys return ed to their lonely watch fire, and lay
down to sleep by the embers.
They had but three blankets between them, for weigh t
was too much of an encumbrance to be carrie d, if they
could help it.
But the fire was banke d up and surrou nded with
stones, so that the coals would oot fly out; and, gettin
g
as close to it as they dared, they lay down. The spirit
of '76 warm ed them, and they slept to dream of freedom.
Little did they know that, doing their work hurrie dly,
as they had done it in the dark, they had left plain
tracks , from the bloody spot in the roadside to the place
where they had secreted the bodies of the dead soldiers.
It was well for their sleep that they did not know ; for
it was yet to bring one of their numb er at least into serious peril.
There let us leave them dream ing by their fire, while
yve take the reader into the village of Trent on next day.

CHAPT ER VII.
MISTRE SS

LUCY.

By a little dormer window of an old house at Trenton
sat Mistress Lucy Field, looking out at the dismal
street, with its half-melted snow, trampled into black
mud, and its groups of drunken soldiers, reeling from
one tavern to another. These taverns were the only
places of business that found it worth while to keep
open in Trenton that winter; but they did a thriving
business, to make up for the slackness elsewhere.
Miss Lucy's dark eyes were reddened at the lids, as
with recent tears ; and she looked angry and sad at the
same time.
Not far off, working at a table in the same room, was
another girl, whose likeness was such as to proclaim
her a sist~r. It was this girl who spoke first.
"I don't see why you should speak so; Lucy; or what
there is to feel bad about. I'm sure the major is a
man handsome enough for any girl to be proud of, as a
husband. "
"Sister Martha," returned Lucy, indignantly, "he
may be good enough for his English ladies, for all I
care. I am a patriot to the core, and I hate him and
all his kind."
"But father says the patriots are all wicked rebels,"
said Martha, in a mild tone; "and you know, Sister
Lucy, we say prayers for the king every day, or rather
every Sunday, in church."
"Ay, and more shame for that cowardly Dr. Stan-
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nard, who says them," retorted Lucy, with spirit. "I
take care to put in the good Gen. Washingto n and Congress, when I pray. But that has nothing to do with
Maj. Ferguson. I hate him, and I won't have him!"
"But father says you must!" said Martha, slyly.
"I'm afraid he might even turn you out of doors, if he
heard the way you talk."
"Let him do it, then."
The words were very brave, but Miss Lucy's eyes
filled with tears as she said them, for she was, in reality,
very fond of her strict old father, with all his prejudices. He had his faults, and he was trying to do that
which revolts a girl to the heart-com pelling her to
marry a man she hates-but nevertheless he was her
father, and she had been brought up to love him.
Martha came and stood beside her. She was a sort
of patriot, too; but not a girl of Lucy's high spirit. She
was one of those who like a quiet life, and are disposed
to bend to a storm, rather than stand up against it. So
she said, in a coaxing way:
· "You know what father is, Lucy. Any opposition
angers him; but you can persuade him to anything.
Why not try and treat the major civilly, when he comes
to--"

And, right there, they were interrupted by the voice
of their father, downstairs, calling up to them:
"Girls, girls, come down, I say! I want you! Lucy!
Martha!"
They found the old deacon at the foot of the stairs,
his stern face looking unusually flushed with some secret annoyance, as he burst out, abruptly:
"Which of you girls had old Dobbin out yesterday,
by the river road? Was it you, Martha, or you, Lucy?"
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Martha made no answer, she would not betray her
sister; and Lucy said :
"Why, sir? How do you know he was on the river
road at all ?"
The deacon slapped the stair rail angrily, crying:
"Answer my question, you baggage! Don't dare ask
me another! I suppose it was you, then? I'm sure it
was!"
"If you're sure it was, sir," Lucy replied, with a provoking pertness that made her father redder than ever,
" 'tis useless for me to deny it."
It was undeniably a pert answer, and enraged the old
man so much that he roared out:
"I knew it was, and that's why you're so impudent
about it. A pretty piece of business you've made of it.
Didn't I tell you not to go riding over the country alone,
as you used to do? It is not safe."
"No, sir, thanks to the ruffianly British soldiers," replied his daughter, sharply.
She could not help saying it, for her life; and her
father knew what she meant, for he grew redder than
ever.
"You may thank those ruffianly British soldiers, as
you call them," he vociferated, angrily, "for saving you
from the clutches of a Yankee rebel robber. Do you
know whom the pickets have just brought in? One of
the cowardly robbers called Capt. Phil, that they caught
lurking around the town, in the woods. A rebel, a
traitor, a villain, who is to be hung to-morrow ! And
Maj. Ferguson caught him, too."
Lucy could not help her heart beating faster at the
news ; but she managed to say:
"I'm sorry, sir, for the poor fellow. But how did
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you know I had old Dobbin out? and what has that to
do with the prisoner?"
H er father snapped out angrily:
"Didn't Pompey tell me, when I asked him what made
the horse look so jaded, that you had him out on the
river road? Ay, and you were seen there, too, my
lady."
"How do you know that, sir?"
"Through Maj. Ferguson. It is lucky for you that
he is in love with you, girl, or you would be in a fine
mess to-day."
"Why, sir, what has happened?"
She began to dread ail sorts of things now.
Her father turned angrily away from her, saying:
"Nay, that shall he tell you himself. Go into the
best room; Maj. Ferguson is there and wishes to see
you. I tell you, girl, it is lucky for you that he and I
are good friends."
He pointed to the door of the little parlor, but Lucy
hesitated and murmured to herself, half aloud:
"I don't like Maj. Ferguson-I don't want to see
him."
"But he has a right to see you," retorted her father,
in the same angry manner ; "which do you prefer-to
be questioned by him, or to be taken before Col. Rahl
with a guard? Truly, it has come to that, and a pretty
piece of business that would be."
Then he half pushed her to the door, adding:
''Go in, and be civil."
Lucy very unwillingly entered the little parlor, where
she found her unwelcome admirer, who was none other
than our old acquaintance, "Bulldog Ferguson," otherwise Maj. Ferguson, of the Royal Scots.
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The major was a handsome man enough, with a stern
face and broad, square chin, from which he got his
name. He looked undeniably well in his bright uniform ; but his face was not as deferential as it was wont
to be in the presence of ladies, as he said to Lucy:
"Good-day, Mistress Lucy, I have been sent hither
by the orders of Col. Rahl on a disagreeable errand.
You were seen on the river road yesterday and sent in
by the patrol, were you not?"
Lucy made no answer, but looked as scornful and
obstinate as she possibly could, seeing which, the major
went on coldly:
"Very well, you need not answer, I know it already.
A sergeant and a soldier were sent with you, and neither
have since been seen, while you rode into Trenton alone.
Now, where are those mei: ?"
"How should I know?" she returned, with affected
lightness. "I was not in charge of them. I suppose
they were ashamed of making prisoner of a girl, and so
have deserted across the river to the patriot army."
Ferguson bit his lip at her coolness, retorting:
"The rebel army, you mean."
"I mean the patriot army, just as I call your men
the murderers' army," she replied, spiritedly.
The major compressed his lips in a manner indicating
great vexation, replying, sharply:
"Very well, Mistress Lucy; I shall not bandy words
with you. I admire you too much for that, though I
deplore your infatuation. Do you mean to tell me that
:vou do not know what has become of the guards who
were with you ?"
Lucy was silent. She could not bring herself to tell
a direct lie.

50

Mistress Lucy.

"You need not answer, then; I know all already. Our
patrols found their bodies in the woods, cruelly murdered by a cowardly rebel spy; and you must have seen
the murder."
Still she was silent, and Ferguson pursued, sternly:
"Now to my errand. vVe have found the man, and
brought him in. It is in your power to save his life, if
you will tell the reason of your ride. You were seen
at the bank of the river, signaling to the enemy. Tell
us why you did that, and whether you know the prisoner, who is but a boy in years."
"I don't know anything about him," returned Lucy,
in her boldest tones. "How dare you think I go riding
in the woods to meet any young man whatever?"
"No one said you did. You are convicted out of
your own mouth. But you shall see him, ar.id we will
find out what mystery is hidden under all these rides
and signals."
He went to the door and called out :
"Bring in the prisoner."
Then came the clang of arms, and Lucy saw the pale
face and bloody bandages round the head of the handsome youth who had saved her the day before. The
sight made her feel faint, for he walked in with such
a tottering step and looked so white that she thought
him dangerously wounded at the least, if not dying.
"Here is the young man," said the major. "Now,
Mistress Lucy, did you ever see him before in all your
life?"
She looked up and met the blue eyes of the young
stranger.
They looked at her in a dumb, appealing way that
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brought the tears to her own. For a moment she hesitated, and then said :
"I don't know the gentleman, sir."
But she could not help growing deadly pale as she
said it, and heard the major reply:
"Have you seen him before?"
"That gentleman? Not to my knowledge."
It was the first lie she had ever told, and it brought
the blood back to her face, flushing it deeply, so that
Ferguson noted it, and went on, mercilessly:
"Are you sure? Look at him closely. You must
have seen him yesterday when he murdered the sergeant."
"He never murdered the sergeant," the girl broke
in, eagerly. "It was a madman, who broke out of the
woods and slew him with his bare hands."
It was the last she had seen of the poor sergeant, for
Philip had made her go away before he killed him, on
purpose to prevent her being shocked by the deadly
deed.

CHAPTER VIII.
TWO

RECOGNITIONS.

The British officer rubbed his hands at her unguarded
admission.
"Indeed! So you did see it, after all. And where
were you, when you saw all this about the madman?
A very likely story."
He had forgotten his varnish of courtesy in his

Two Recognitions.
eagerness, and the girl drew herself up, and said,
coldly:
"I decline to answer. I have said enough. If you
hang this man, you will be a cowardly murderer, like
all you British."
Amt poor Lucy, overwrought by her feelings, broke
down and burst into tears.
Then Capt. Phil, who had hitherto been silent, addressed Ferguson, saying, gravely:
"Sir, your men took me when I was asleep, or you
never would have had me here. My life is in your
power. I beseech you, therefore, to torture this young
lady no further. She hath done nothing against the
laws of war. I killed your sergeant."
"Indeed ?"
Ferguson glanced from one to the other, and finally;
asked:
"How know you that the lady hath done nothing
against the laws of war? She was seen signaling to the
other side of the river."
"So was I. Let me pay the penalty. I am ready to
die. It is unworthy of a brave man to war on women."
Bulldog Ferguson scowled at him.
"None of your lectures, Master Rebel. I'm Bulldog
Ferguson. Ha I What's the matter with you?"
For the prisoner's face had changed suddenly.
A moment before he was tottering unsteadily from
weakness.
He had been set on when asleep-.stunned with a
musket butt-and carried off, while his four boy comrades were away in the woods, snaring game for sustenance, headed by Crazy Dan.
But the moment he heard the major's name he
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straightened up and glared at the other with an intensity of hatred which astonished the Briton, as he hissed
out:
"Coward F erg uson, you mean! You are the man
who murdered my poor little brothers before their own
door."
The maj or looked amazed.
"What boys, Yankee? What are you talking about?"
For he had already forgotten the boy martyrs. They
had but formed an incident of a cruel and bloody war.
Philip U nderhill looked at him steadily and searchingly.
He fairly ' emed to devour him with his eyes, with
a view to fi Lire recognition, but made no reply to the
major's question.
Bulldog F erguson, on his part, was just as searching in his own examination, and repeated his question:
"What boys do you mean, prisoner? What is your
name besides Philip?"
The prisoner smiled slightly.
"Philip is enough for you. I'll tell you my other
name some day, never fear; but not here and now."
"What were you doing, then, lurking in the woods
round our outposts?" pursued the major, with added
sternness.
"Watching fo r a chance to kill the enemies of my
country," was the composed reply.
The major eagerly seized it.
"You confess it, then? That will save us much
trouble. By the laws of war you are a spy, and should
be hung as a spy."
"Call me what you please, and hang me when you
please," returned Philip, disdainfully. "I took my life
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in my hand, you may be sure, when I came here.
Nevertheless, I warn you that if you <l:::i not kill me
soon, I shall prove a thorn in your side."
Ferguson was puzzled. He had not often met sueh
boldness in a prisoner, and he began to suspect something behind it.
"Have you any companions?" he asked at last, as a
"feeler."
"Two hundred thousand," answered Philip, in the
same bold way. "They all love America and hate King
George. But I am willing, for all that, to give you
some important information."
Lucy started and looked at the prisoner with a certain disdain.
"So he is turning traitor, too?" she murmured to
herself.
The prisoner, whose eyes nothing escaped, noted her
start and the change of her face, and gave her a mysterious smile, but Ferguson asked eagerly:
"What is your information? If it be valuable, I
promise you your life, at all events."
He thought the boy prisoner to be weakening.
Philip laughed as he replied :
"I can tell you how to capture Gen. Washington and
his army."
Lucy's dark eyes dilated, and she burst out, angrily:
"Shame on you, if you know ! Better die as a hero
than live as a traitor! Oh, shame, shame on you!"
The prisoner's face never altered as he said:
"Never mind her, major. Young ladies don't run
any danger, and don't know what it is to be on the
losing side. \i\'hat will you give me if I tell you how
to take Washington and all his army?"

Two Recognitions.

55

"Your life and a thousand pounds. But the plan
must be a good one."
Ferguson was completely deceived by the gravity of
the prisoner till Philip laughed and said:
"Oh, it is good enough. How many have you in
this town, major?"
"What's that to you, sirrah ?"
The major flushed scarlet, for he began to see that
the other was jesting with him. Philip curled his lip
as he said:
"Oh, nothing, major; but the plan depends on it.
How many men could you spare for an expedition to
destroy Washington and all his army?"
"As many as would be needed. Your plan, sir? No
fooling with me."
" 'Tis a simple one, major. All you have to do is
to take down enough men to the river bank, cross over,
surround Washington and take him alive, or kill him
when you want him. That is all."
"And where should we get the boats to cross?" asked
the officer, not yet fully appreciating the irony of the
advice, while Lucy uttered a sigh of relief, and smiled
to herself.
Philip looked as stupid as possible.
"What? Have you no boats? Ah, then I fear my
plan comes to naught. It will require an army of a
hundred thousand men, and a big fleet, even to conquer
the State of Massachusetts; and when you have done
that the other twelve States will turn to and whip you
<"' 1t of your boots, till you'll be glad to get back to the
old country, major. So now, Bulldog Ferguson, do
your worst, and be hanged to you."
And the prisoner laughed scornfully at the amaze-
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ment and indignation of the major, who cried, in a voice
choking with rage:
"Insolent rebel ! I was a fool to give you kindnest.
Take him away, and he shall be hung to-morrow morning."
He said this not to the guard, but to frighten Mistress
Lucy, whom he wished to annoy as much as he could.
Philip Underhill said nothing in reply, but submitted
to be led away, walking as carelessly as if nothing had
happened to place him in jeopardy.
As for Lucy, she merely curled her lip scornfully as
the major spoke, and gave the prisoner her sweetest
smile as he walked out of the room, with the soldiers
on either side of him.
Ferguson allowed the steps of the soldiers to die
away in the passages, and then got between Lucy and
the door, as she was about to go out, saying in a low,
impressive tone:
"Mistress Lucy, I can save that fellow's life if you
wish it."
The girl held up her head and looked proudly at him.
"What do you mean, sir?"
"I mean," he said, "that I can save that life for your
sake, and that I will do it, if you will but look kindly
on me."
Lucy held up her head more proudly than before,
saying:
"If you can forget your duty to your king, as you
call him, I cannot forget mine to my country, even for
the bribe you offer, sir."
"You forget," he interposed, slowly, "that I can arrest you, even now, for trying to correspond with the
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enemy. It were as well to be civil with me, Mistress
Lucy."
"You can arrest me as soon as you like," she retorted. "It is a fitting piece of work for the men who
ran from Lexing ton and Bunke r Hill to make war on
women. I am a patriot . I hate King George, I love
Gen. Washi ngton. Make the most of that. I defy you.
Good-day, sir."
And the young lady swept from the room, leaving
the major as black as thunde r, not knowing how to stop
her saucy tongue.
"But, by Jupite r I she is handsomer than ever," he
said to himself, as he hastily left the house, not wishing
to meet her father. "I'll tame that little rebel yet, or
my name's not Fergu son."
So he strolled down the street toward Col. Rahl's
headqu arters in considerable ill tempe r with the world
in general, and presently heard a noise at a street corner anri saw a crowd of soldiers gather ed round a tall,
stout boy, whose vacant, childish face and tow-colored
hair seemed ludicrously unsuited to his figure, which
was that of a young giant. The soldiers were jeering
at him in their various tongues, Hessians, Irish and
Scots, crying :
"Arrah , where did the baste come from? "
"Eh, mon, wud ye Juke till the fule ?"
"Potzt ausend ! Er vast ein dumm erkopf !"
Some were prickin g him slyly from behind with their
bayonets, and laughi ng to see him jump, when the
major came swinging down, crying :
"Leav e that boy alone ! How came he here?"
The soldiers shrank back in awe of their officer, and
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the idiot, whose back was to Ferguson, turned round
at the sound of the harsh voice as if he knew it.
In that instant the vacant expression of Crazy Dan's
face changed to that of an infuriated beast of prey, and
uttering a wild yell of fury, he rushed straight at Bulldog Ferguson .
And, alas, for the major. who prided himself on his
boxing abilities, before he knew where he was, the idiot
had seized him with the grip of a giant, thrown him
to the ground, and was tearing at his throat with his
teeth, snarling like a savage dog all the time, while the
soldiers stood for an instant, petrified with amazeme nt.

CHAPT ER IX.
THE BULLDOG COWED.

Bulldog Ferguson was a strong man and a good
fighter. He had boxed against the great Sergt. Broughton ( Sergt. Broughto n was the father of pugilism in
England, the man who propound ed the celebrated
"Rules of the P . R.," and champion of England for
eighteen years-fr om 1740 to 1758. He was the inventor of boxing gloves, and patronize d by all the
aristocracy, who learned from him how to box) in his
day, and got off even ; but never had he felt himself in
such a grip as that of the idiot boy. It seemed to crush
in his ribs as the arms closed round him,, and what
added to his astonishm ent and terror was that the boy,
the moment he had closed, began to bite at the officer's
throat like a wild beast.
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Still, as well as he could, the major strove to throw
off the maniac, while the soldiers, recovering from their
momentary panic, fl ung themselves on Dan and tried to
t ear him from the body of their officer.
They grabbed him wherever they could lay hold on
a limb, for his clothing tore as soon as grasped; and
finally, by main strength, pulled him away and tried to
secure him.
Then the idiot stmgg led with such wonderful power
that he managed to shake off, first one then the other,
by violent kicks, howling and snarling all the while
more like an animal than ever, till Bulldog Ferguson,
bleeding from the wound he had received in the throat,
and only able to whisper hoarsely, raised himself on his
elbow to say faintly: "Stab him, fools! He's crazy."
In a moment the Hessians had drawn their bayonets,
but they were too late. Even the dull intellect of
Crazy Dan told him that he had no chance against such
numbers, and that he must run for it.
Kicking right and left, he managed to get himself
free, and started down the street, running like a deer,
ducking his head.
A soldier got in his way, and the idiot butted at him
like a bull, sending the man head over heels, while Dan
fled onward, followed by the rest of the soldiers,
full cry.
As for Ferguson, he was fain to stagger into Rahl's
headquarters, a few doors down, and call faintly for
the surgeon.
The doctor came and shook his head when he saw
the wound. He was a German of the Hessian contingent, and asked in a voice of surprise :
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"Ach, Gott ! vat vas dis? You peen fighting mit a
hund, major-a tog?"
"A boy did it," whispered Ferguson, whose nerves
were for the moment so shattered that he could hardly
speak in memory of the horrible assault of the idiot.
"A poy !" echoed the doctor, amazedly. "Mein Gott!
he must have peen mat, major. Maype he vas pit by a
tog himselluf, und vant to pite efery von else. Ve most
sent you to Ny Yarick as soon as possible. You must
see de surgeon-in -shief at vonce. Ach, Gott! dat is
terreebel. ;.. poy ! Vere did it happen?"
"Oh, never mind. For God's sake, don't talk, but
bind it ·:up," groaned the major, gloomily. "It's bad
enough lo nave it, without being pitied for it."
For he, being a proud man, felt the degradatio n of
having been overcome by a boy ke·enly, and, now that
the first shock had passed off, began to feel that the
wound was more painful than dangerous.
Dan had hardly been able to get a good hold of him
before the soldiers had torn him off, and had only taken
into his teeth a fold of the skin, without involving the
muscles or .sinews of the neck.
So the end of the matter was that the lordly major,
after he had been washed and bound up, consented to
be put into a country cart and sent off to New York, to
be treated by the surgeon-in-chief.
The idea of hydrophob ia, raised by the German doctor, had done more to fri ghten the generally resolute
Ferguson than anything else in the world, as it might
have done to any other man.
But while he was rumbling over the hard ruts of the
frozen road on his way to the city, the iron nature of
Bulldog Ferguson was recovering. its tone, and he was
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recalling the scene by the old church at East Chester
and saying to himself :
"There is no hydroph obia at all. It was the same
idiot, and he has heen hunting for me, in his blind way,
ever since. Ju:;t like a dog! Pah ! wasn't it horrible
to feel his teeth? A man isn't used to being torn with
teeth." And the memory of those angry snarls and the
tearing at his throat made Ferguso n shudder as he
rode.
The farther he went the more gloomy became his
musings , till at last he said to himself as he lay in the
cart:
"I wish to God I had not killed those boys. I didn't
mean to do it at first. I thought I could frighten them
into confess ing; but my temper got the best of me, after .
all; and here I am, with that poor, demented creature
after me for the rest of my life, I suppose. I don't
want to kill him; but what else is there to do? I shall
have to do it, to save my own life, some day or other.
But then he can't do any harm when people know him.
Wonder if he is in those woods now?"
For the idiot had succeeded in making his escape to
the woods, in spite of all the soldiers ; and no one had
been able to catch him, owing to his taking to a swamp,
where no horses could follow.
So the major rattled on over the country roads
toward the city, and by nightfall had come to the hamlet of Freehol d, where a whole brigade of British troops
were quartere d, and where the major was the recipient
of a good many inquiries, which greatly irritated him,
as to the manner in which he got hurt.
By that time he had got so much ashamed of the
truth that he told them a savage dog had tom his throat
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before it could be shot; and thereupon everyone told
him he would surely go mad if he did not have the
wound burned with hot irons.
Refusin g to have this done, he made the best of his
situation for the night, and slept in the headqua rters of
the general, where he was a well-known and welcome
guest at all times.
Next morning when day broke he was wakene d by
the driver of the cart coming to him to say :
"Cart's ready, sir. The rebels are at it, back at
Trenton , I think, sir. Hark to that!"
The dull thud and shock to the air which comes of
very distant cannona ding came to the ears of the major,
though he had not heard it before in his sleep; and he
got out of bed and dressed as fast as he could.
When he came out he found the British brigadie r
standing outside the cottage, in which he had taken his
headqua rters, listening to the faint, distant boom that
came, more like a throb than a distinct sound over the
surroun ding forests.
In those days the whole State of New Jersey was
covered with woods, and the screen between the English
at Freehol d and those at Trenton was about twenty
miles deep.
Nevertheless, the air being damp and the wind coming from the direction of Trenton , it became pl;iin, before Jong, that fighting must be going on there. Ferguson went over to the brigadie r and said to him: "All
. was quiet when I left them. Rahl must have crossed
the river and made a dash at the rebel army. I trust
he will not find them too strong for him."
Gen. Brown shook his head rather gloomily. "I
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don't like the noise keeping up so long. Rahl had no
orders to attack. It sounds more as if he was catching
it himself. But that can hardly be. Were there any
signs of the rebels when you were there?"
"Not a symptom. We used to patrol the river bank
daily, and all we could see of them was an occasional
sentry on the other side, or a scout, riding down to
;vater his horse. \Vhat are you going to do, sir?"
Brown hesitated, and presently said:
"I have sent off a small party to investigate; but the
.lring is a long way off. I don't know but what I had
best order the men under arms, and move out of cantonments. I don't like that firing lasting so long. It
sounds like a regular battle. They have been at it ever
since daybreak-two hours by my watch."
Then he added, rather nervously:
"You had best go on to the city, and report to the
general that there is fighting at Trenton, and that I
wait for orders."
Ferguson, in his wounded condition, was not sorry
to obey, for he had no stomach for a fight, with his
throat all lacerated with the teeth of the idiot boy.
So he got into the cart again and was rattled off
through the woods toward Amboy, where he arrived in
the evening. The dull reports ceased, or else he got out
of the radius of their sound ; and when he came to the
city and reported what Brown told him, the self-important Howe, who commanded the army, only said,
with a sneer :
"Oh, Brown is nervous, and as fretful as an old
woman. Wait till the river freezes over. We'll just
cross over and drive that mob into Philadelphia, and
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end this war so quickly they won't know how it is
done."
And Ferguson, who was by no means disposed to
undervalue the prowess of the royal troops, was only
too glad to accept the sick leave, which was given him
till his wound healed; and thus escaped hearing of what
had happened at Trenton the morning he had heard the
firing, till nearly three weeks had passed.
Then, as he was one day coming from the hospital,
where he had been to visit the surgeon, he met a friend,
w ho asked him:
"Well, did you hear the news ?"
"No. What news?" asked the major.
"Why, that the rebels had turned out of their camps
fo the woods, and given Rahl a fine thrashing at Trenton, and nearly another to the forces at Princeton."
Ferguson stared at his friend.
"What? Thrashed Rahl and his Hessians? Why,
I was there, and they had no need to be thrashed."'
"Need _or not, they took Rahl and a thousand prisoners, and the general is going to the front at once to
push things. He says it is a disgrace to the king's
army."
"And so it is," quoth Ferguson. ''Had I been there
I think they would not have surprised me. But those
Germans are all the same, and we shall never beat our
brother Englishmen with them."
And then he went back to his lodgings, beginning to
wonder what had be.:ome of pretty Lucy Field.

CHAPTER X.
THE SURPRISE.

In the meantime Mistress Lucy herself, as soon as
she had been left alone by Ferguson, with the pleasant
intelligence that the young man who had been so kind
to her was to be hung, went to her room, and shut herself in to have a good cry.
She had never seen such a fine-looking youth as
Philip Underhill, and the fact that he was a patriot,
like herself, and in misfortune, added to the interest
he e:x;cited in her eyes. She was only seventeen, and
in those days girls of seventeen did not call themselves
grown women, while they assii;ned to their brothers of
eighteen or nineteen the position of "boys." Lucy
Field thought of herself only as a girl, and of Philip
Underhill as the handsomest young man she had ever
seen, and the most noble.
"I must try to save him, somehow," she murmured
to herself, as she looked gloomily out into the muddy
street, thinking only of the prisoner. "That hateful
Ferguson said he would save his life if I would look
kindly on himself, the odious wretch I But that could
I never do. Capt. Philip must be saved some other
way."
She had got his first name all right, already, as the
only one he had given her, and was revolving all sorts
of plans in her head to save him when, as she looked
vacantly down into the street, she saw the broad back
of the major, with his red coat, go swaggering down
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the street toward a group of soliders that were gathered
at a corner.
The window being closed, she had not heard the
noise made by the soldiers as they teased Dan ; but as
the major quickened his pace to get to the group,
Lucy's eyes, being attracted that way, saw from her
elevated position all that followed.
She did not understand it clearly, but saw the idiot's
long, lanky, shambling figure, and witnessed the sudden
spring he had made at the major the moment the officer
became revealed to him by the parting of the group of
his tormentors.
She saw Ferguson go down, and involuntarily
clapped her hands with glee, murmuring to herself:
"Oh, the brave soldier, to let a boy like that knock
him down in such a way as that!"
She was too far off to realize what was going on,
but saw the crowd gathering round the prostrate figures, and witnessed a struggle which was ended by
Crazy Dan freeing himself from the grasp of the soldiers and running away like a deer.
Much puzzled by the. incident, Lucy had yet curiosity
enough to watch Ferg uson as he got up and staggered
away. She was too far off to see the blood, but realized
that he had been hurt in some way or other, and felt a
natural sentiment of pity, such as every girl feels when
some one is hurt, even her bitterest enemy.
Then as she watched the street below she saw soldiers
talking excitedly together, and soon after in came her
sister, Martha, who, as soon as she saw Lucy, cried out:
"Oh, sister, sister, what do you think has just happened?"
"I know all about it," Lucy replied, coldly. "Your
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paragon and father's, Maj. Ferguson, was just whipped
in fair fight by a strange boy. I would not give much
for your king's officers, Martha."
Martha looked greatly shocked, and said, in a horrified way:
"You'd better not let father hear you talk that way,
Lucy. It is a terrible thing that has just happened."
"I see nothing terrible about it," Lucy retorted,
coldly. "The major is paid by his king to do fighting,
and he got whipped."
"Oh, but that is not the worst of it," Martha s.aid,
glancing apprehensively round her, as if in fear of being
overheard. "Hark! there comes father upstairs now.
He is just raving about the danger you ran, and what
disgrace might come of it."
Lucy rose from her chair, turning a little paler than
her wont, for she dreaded any altercation between her
and her father.
The old deacon was really coming upstairs, slowly
but decidedly, and his very silence boded ill to the girl,
for he did not make the house echo, as he usually did, to
his impatient calls for his daughters. He paused at
her open door and stood there a moment surveying the
two girls, when he broke out, sarcastically :
"Well, Miss Lucy, and a fine scrape you were near
being in from your ride yesterday."
"How was that, sir?" she asked, feeling that he
wished an answer.
The deacon snorted angrily:
"How was that? Do you know what has just happened? Maj. Ferguson has been attacked by a maniac
in the streets, and has had his throat torn, just as if he
had been fighting a wild beast or a mad dog. And this

, I.

..

68

The Surprise.

maniac, from what you let out to him in your examination, is the one that killed poor Sergt. Weber. A
pretty set of comrades this rebel spy has, and a pretty
name my daughter will get running about and consorting with such people."
"Why, what is it?" asked Lucy, beginning to feel
frightened. "I saw a fight on the corner, and Maj.
Ferguson was whipped, but that is all I know of it."
"Whipped I" her father angrily echoed. "He was
not whipped! He was attacked without warning by a
maniac; and no sane man can fight a madman. They
say that his life is in danger, and that he may have the
hydrophobia, and perhaps die a raving maniac, from
nothing but your saucy ride yesterday on old Dobbin."
Then, as his daughter made no answer, seeing that
answer was useless, he went on, very impressively:
"That is what comes of being wiser than thy father,
Lucy. Hadst thou not gone on Dobbin yesterday to
the river road, for some wild scheme or other, the
major would not have been here. And now there is no
way to prevent an investigation and the disgrace of my
family, by hearing that a daughter of mine hath been
seen signaling to these wretches, who have rebelled
against the best and most merciful king that ever sat
on a throne! These ,detestable principles to-day have
made thee false to the father that reared thee, the king
that God put over thee and th e best interests of thy
land. Let me have no more of it, silly girl. Hitherto,
I have refrained from exercising the authority I hold,
but my patience is departing. This audacious rebel,
Mr. Washington, of Virginia, is now a traitor and a
fugitive from justice. As soon as the ice binds the
Delaware our faithful soldiers will cross the river and
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ing out into the night as if she had been crying and
was trying to hide it.
So Martha went to sleep, and had no dreams, being a
very healthy girl, with no pipes or gin and water to
give her dreams.
Lucy sat up half the night, puzzling her brain in vain
to think of some way to save the handsome prisoner,
who was, as Ferg uson said, "to be hung at daylight ."
At last she cried herself to sleep, and dreamed she
saw him being led out to execution, and was tied fast
herself, so that she could not stir hand or foot.
Philip Underhill, in a room to which he had been
taken as a prisoner, lay on a settle with his irons on, a
big German soldier at the door, and waited quietly for
the deliverance he felt sure would come when Washington performed his promise. At last he, too, fell
asleep, and dreamed that he was being led out to be
shot.
He heard the word of command, saw the flash of the
guns, and heard a tremendous report which startled
him so that he sprang up on his couch, wide awake in
a moment.
It was no dream !
The gray light of the dawn was shining in at his
prison window, and the explosions of artillery, rapid
and frequent, showed that an attack was being made
on the place.
The same noise startled Deacon Field out of his
slumbers just as the king was placing a coronet on his
head, and ordering a royal salute to be fired in honor
of the "Duke of Deaconfield." So distinct was the
dream that the deacon, too, started up in bed and heard
the guns going off, while still too confused to distin-
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guish between dream and reality. But the noise was
too loud and near, and continued too long to leave him
in doubt for many minutes, and all in a tremor of surprise the deacon rushed to the window and looked down
into the street.
It was full of Hessian s, half-dressed, and either unarmed or half-arm ed, who were huddled in groups or
running for their lives, droppin g by dozens in the street
by the bullets of an unseen foe.

CHAPT ER XI.
TURNIN G THE TABLES.

The deacon was no coward ; but for a moment he
felt frightened to death, and no shame to him. He had
been accustomed to think of the British troops as invincible; and the Hessians, with their picturesque uniforms , had always impressed him as almost as good as
the famous "British Grenadi ers." But when he saw
those redoubtable soldiers evidently frightened to death
and confused, he felt as if the end of the world had
come at last.
He threw up his window to look out, and saw something dark at the end of the street, like a crowd of
men, from which red flashes were spitting forth every
now and then, followed by the hissing of bullets that
came down the street, slapping against walls and every
now and then striking somethi ng softer in the shape of
human flesh.
The dark crowd was only faintly visible throu~h a
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canopy of blue smoke, but as the deacon looked, came
a wild yell, and the smoke was parted, as a great, black
column of men came charg ing down the street at
a
measured run, with their bayonets gleam ing in front.
And the moment the brave Hessi ans heard that yell
and saw the foe coming, the semblance of order they
had possessed vanished, and away they ran in a veritable mob, throw ing away muskets on every side, despite the efforts of a few officers, who were storm ing
and raving about in the street s, wavin g their sword
s
and trying to stop the panic.
The poor deacon looked the other way, only to find
horro rs accumulating on horro rs.
The other end of the street was crowded with more
black figures, and lo, and behold ! the Hessians, not able
to escape in any direction, had stopped short and were
down on their knees in the snow, wavin g handkerchiefs,
towels, shirts, anyth ing white they could get hold of,
and howli ng at the top of their voices for mercy.
Then the deacon heard a shrill, feminine voice that
he thoug ht he knew, over his head; and leanin g far
out to look, there was his own daughter, Lucy, with
her head out of the dorme r window, wavin g her handkerchief, and scream ing at the top of her voice :
"Hurr ah for Gen. Wash ington and the Continental
Congress !"
Then, indeed, the deacon's cup was full. The tables
were- turned with a vengeance. Only last night he had
locked up that girl for daring to hold with the rebels
;
and now the rebels had got the best of the fight, and
he began to see that Lucy had chosen the winning side.
Fascin ated by the sight, in spite of his prejudices, the
deacon continued to look down.
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The firi~g had ceased almost entirely, and the "rebel
Yankees," as he had been used to call them, were coming down from either end of the street in solid columns
of dark blue, looking imposing enough, as he could not
but confess.
Right in front of his house the huddled Hessians,
half-dressed, or trying to struggle into their clothing
as best they might, were gathered together; and a confused buzz of voices told him that they were discussing
fhe situation.
Suddenly, far up the street, came a cheering; and
the deacon, looking out, saw some men on horseback
coming down through the troops, that opened to give
them a passage.
Presently he saw them, and recognized some officers
on horseback, with a very tall and majestic-looking
personage at the head.
"It is the arch rebel!" murmured the deacon to himself. "Oh, why is it that the Lord has permitted him
to triumph, after all our prayers for the good king?"
For the deacon, being unacquainted with war, imagined that the capture of Trenton with a thousand or so
of Hessians, was an event of such magnitude that it
would end the war at once. Little did he know the
trials and sufferings that were yet to be undergone by
the Americans ere they should be allowed to proclaim
themselves to the whole world as a free nation.
But Gen. Washington paused in front of the house,
and the old deacon could di stinctly hear his voice in the
hush that came over all the prisoners when he raised
his hand:
"Gentlemen," he heard the general say, "comfort
,ourselves. This is but the fortune of war, and no
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prisoner shall be hurt unless he has offended against
the laws. Let your own officers muster you into your
ranks and take your names. You shall all be treated as
prisoners of war, and your private property held sacred.
Let the commanding officer of these troops come to me
at my headquarters, which will be established at the
house of Deacon John Field, and everything shall be
arranged in order."
The deacon shuddered as he heard the words. Was
his house, which had always been held to be the "home
of loyalty," to be now made the headquarters of a rebel
soldier who sought to overthrow "the government of
the best king that ever sat on a throne" ? The deacon
felt so angry that he hurried on his clothes and went
downstairs, to find that his daughter, Lucy, had been
released without his connivance, and was downstairs in
their best parlor entertaining the rebel general, who
seemed to be speaking to her as if he had known her
all his life.
As her father entered Washington was saying:
"It is true, Mistress Lucy, that I have heard of your
name before, from Capt. Philip Underhill, of the East
Chester Rangers, who sent me the information which
enabled me to gain this success to-day. He wrote to
me that it was through your courage and patriotism
that he was enabled to send me the news ; and asked
me to thank you for the brave deed which enabled us
to win such a glorious success."
The deacon stopped, spellbound, and heard his
daughter reply:
"Nay, general; but had it not been for Capt. Philip,
the news could never have reached you. He rescued
me from the hands of the brutal soldiers who were
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carrying me back as a prisoner ; and he himself has
been taken and is somewhere in this very town in prison
at this very moment."
Even while she spoke, came a bustle at the deacon's
house door, which he perceived to be now occupied by
a sentry, and three boys were heard expostulating with
him, saying :
"I tell you we must come in ! We want our captain,
and the general knows us."
"You can't come in, and the general can't be troubled
with boys," the sentry gruffly replied. "If you want to
see anyone, Col. Hamilton will attend to your case."
"Then send for Col. Hamilton," said the oldest boy,
eagerly. " He knows all about us; for if it had not been
for us you would not be here to-day."
The sentry was about to reply, when Washington,
hearing the discussion at the door, called out :
"Sentry, let the boy in. Methinks I know his voice."
And into the room, brushing past the deacon as if he
were a person of no importance in his own house, came
three stout, awkward-looking farm lads, clad in homespun garments and carrying guns.
The eldest of the boys appeared to be known to
Washington, for the chief nodded kindly to him,
saying:
"Young man, you see the result of patriotism and
courage. Let this be a lesson to all American soldiers
never to despair. Now, what can I do for you?''
"Our captain is missing, general," replied Paul Harvey, eagerly. "He was taken from our camp yesterday
when John and Peter and Dan, the nateral, and me
were out hunting. And then the nateral went in arter
him, and thinks he's dead, as nigh as we kin make out
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his signs. What's come of him we don't know, general,
and--"
"Well," asked the general, seeing him pause, "and
what is it? You want to find your captain? Perhaps
Mistress Lucy can tell us something of him. If taken
prisoner, he must have been brought into Trenton."
He glanced at Lucy, who colored and looked at her
father, saying:
"The gentleman was brought in and arrested, sir;
hut my father knows more of him than I do."
Then the general turned round and looked at Deacon
Field, who met his glance with a frown, saying, in a
manner that showed he had not lost his spirit yet :
"The spy was taken and arrested. I heard that he
was to be hung this morning by Col. Rabi's orders; but,
since you have taken us by surprise, he will probably be
found at the headquarters of the colonel. If it had not
been that a child of mine turned traitor to her king and
her father you would not be here now, it seems, sir. I
suppose it is no use asking you to leave my house, since
you have the force; but I do so. I stand for King
George."
The deacon had made up his mind to be a martyr,
and thought that his extremely dignified speech would
disconcert Washington. The chief only bent his grand
head slightly and replied slowly:
"In times of war everything must give way to necessity. You will go with these boys, sir, and show them
the place where Capt. Underhill is confined. If he has
been harmed reprisals will be made. No words, if you
please, sir, but go with the lads."
And he made a slight signal to Paul Harvey, who
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instantly took hold of the deacon by the sleeve, saying,
sharply:
"Come and show us where our captain is, for we ain't
in the mood to stand much foolin', I can tell ye. Dan's
oot arter him now."
The deacon, rather nonplused by the quiet decision
with which he was being treated, only paused to say to
his daughter, bitterly:
"This is your doing, ungrateful girl!"
But he disdained to show any resistance, which
might have subjected him to insult, and led his captors
tlown the street to the place where he knew Underhill
had been confined.
The door was open, and a crowd gathered roun<i it,
while a confused noise announced a disturbance in
progress in the house. Just as the deacon paused in
front they heard a shot fired, and next moment a Hession soldier cried out :
"Mein Gott! Wilhelm Gruns has killed de prisoner!"
With a cry of angry horror the three boys rushed
into the house, to find themselves in the midst of a desperate conflict, that was being waged over the body of
Philip Underhill, who lay, apparently dead, upon the
floor, while Crazy Dan and a Hessian soldier were
struggling over him.
CHAPTER XII.
"I DEMAND HIS LIFE!"

The idiot boy was in the grasp of a big German solQier, who appeared to be of enormous strength, fOT
Dan could make no impression on him, and the two

' I Demand His Life!"
were locked in each other's arms, and wrestling like
madmen.
The fact that a gun lay on the floor, from the muzzle
of which the smoke was still curling, showed that the
sentry over the prisoner had fired his piece, while the
blood that streamed down the face of Underhil l showed
that he had been hit, if not killed.
How the fight had begun no one could tell; but Paul
Harvey put an end to it at once by giving the Hessian a
blow on the head from behind with the butt of his gun,
under which the poor fellow dropped like a log, with
Dan, now triumpha nt, growling savagely, as he dug
his knuckles into the soldier's throat.
It cost the boys some trouble to get Dan to let go,
and they might not have been able to do it but for the
fact that Philip Underhil l stirred and uttered a groan
as he tried to rise.
The moment the sound was heard the idiot let go his
prey, and flew to the side of his master, who he fondled
like a faithful dog, overwhelmed with joy, crying and
laughing and ejaculati ng constantl y:
"Cappen ! cappen ! Dan find him ! Dan find him !"
Then it was discovered that Underhil l had only been
stunned by a grazing bullet from the sentry, and the
story of his captivity came out.
It appeared that the sentry, being of the stolid kind,
faithful to death, had retained his post when he heard
the firing outside; and to all of Underhil l's represent ations that the place was taken had only replied that if
the prisoner tried to move he had orders to kill him,
and was going to do it.
So that all the while the assault was going on outside
Underhil l had been obliged to remain on his pallet bed,
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with the soldier at the door, which he had locked and
taken his place inside, with a cocked musket pointed at
the prisoner, and no answer to all his pleadings save
one:
"I haf mein orders. You schtir, I shoots !"
From this trying situation he was rescued at last by
hearing the stealthy footstep of some one ascending the
stairs outside, snuffing like a hound at the scent, and
had recognized the wary tread of the idiot boy, who
was hunting, in his blind way, for his master.
The foot paused at the door, and Underhill saw the
sentry raise his musket instantly.
Then Dan called outside :
"Cappen ! Cappen !"
Philip was about to answer, when the sentry said, in
a low voice:
"He come in, I shoot !"
Philip knowing the danger he was in from the stolid
savage, cried out to Dan to go away; but the moment
the idiot heard his voice he sent the door flying from
its hinges and from that instant Underhill knew nothing
save that a flash of fire half blinded him, and that he
had received a terrible blow on his head, as it seemed
to him.
As for the German sentry, the three boys were set on
shooting him at once, but before they had quite made
up their minds to it there came a noise at the door, and
in marched a strong guard of soldiers, headed by an
officer, who had heard the shot, and came in, demanding, angrily:
"What are you doing here? Did you not hear the
ocders that the prisoners were not to be hurt? Come
out, all of you !"
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"This durned Dutchman has killed our captain!"
cried Paul Harvey, just as angrily. "The general told
us to come after him, and here he is! That's the man
that shot him i"
He pointed to the Hessian on the floor, who was just
beginning to stir after his stunning blow, and the officer, glancing at Underhill and seeing him still alive,
said, sharply :
"If that is your captain he is not dead at all. Leave
that man alone, or it will be the worse for you! Come
out of the room !"
And he marched them out in spite of all their remonstrances, while Underhill followed feebly, feeling
as if his head were splitting where the bullet from the
Hessian's musket had plowed a furrow along his scalp,
just escaping killing him by being fired too high in the
excitement of the moment.
They followed the guide' to the headquarters of
Washington, who was standing at the door of Deacon
Field's house with Col. Hamilton and a number of
officers round him, and who asked, as he saw the guard
come up:
"Well, Capt. Brooks, and what was that? If any of
our men disobeyed orders they shall suffer for it."
"I found that soldier lying on the ground, and this
young man by him, while the three boys were preparing
to shoot the soldi<'r," Capt. Brooks replied. "So I
thought the best thing was to arrest the whole party
and bring them in to you, sir."
"And you did well," said the general, gravely.
Then he turned to the Hessian, and asked:
"What is your name and regiment?"
The poor fellow stammered, as well as he could :
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"Wilhelm Bruns, Twelfth Regimenter, Hessian contingent."
The words were only fairly out of his mouth when
Philip Underhill uttered a cry :
"General, it is one of the party that killed my brothers. I demand his life!"
The general looked at Philip for the first time, and
seemed to recognize him, saying:
"Who are you? I have seen your face before."
"I am Philip Underhill, of the East Chester Rangers,
who brought to your excellency the news that the British had landed at Throgg's Neck, and warned you to retreat," the young man cried, excitedly. "I demand this
man's life! Blood for blood, general! I have his name,
and those of two others, given me by the sergeant of
the party who hung the poor boys. Here they are,
where I wrote them down; and Maj. Ferguson, of the
Royal Scots, was in command."
And Philip excitedly pulled out the paper from his
pocket and held it up to the general, while the three
boys with him eyed the chief, hungrily, as if praying
for revenge.
The general looked troubled, for the first time since
any of them had seen him.
"Peace," he said, authoritatively, to Philip. "This
matter must be decided according to the laws of warnot those of private vengeance."
Then he turned to the Hessian, who had been standing stupidly by the guard, feeling his head every now
and then, as if to make sure that it was still on his
shoulders, after the stunning blow he had received.
"Were you ever engaged in hanging sotne boys m
East Oiester ?" the chief asked him, gravely.
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The countenance of the big soldier changed, and he
turned pale, as he said, expostulatingly:
"Vat vas I to do, sheneral? I haf mein orders, and
I haf to obey dem. It vas no use, ven de major haf set
his mind dot vay. I vas not alone, for dere vas Fritz
Kappellmann and Hans Kruger mit me. Vat could I
do, sheneral ?"
"Your excellency sees that he admits the crime,"
Philip cried, fiercely. "I demand that the three should
be hung in retaliation."
He cried out loudly, on purpose to attract attention ;
for he saw that the soldiers round were listening to the
affair in close attention, and wished to excite feeling on
his own behalf.
All the answer Washington made was to turn to
Capt. Brooks, saying:
"Send to the provost-marshal at once, and if the men
he names are here, let them be brought before me."
The captain saluted and departed, while the general
said to the excited Philip, with an air of stern dignity
that prevented reply :
"Young man, remember this: All the patriotism in
this world will not excuse disobedience of orders. The
men you have spoken of must be found and regularly
tried-not murdered !"
"Murdered!" echoed Philip, with a start. It was the
first time that the idea had occurred to him that his
vengeance might be looked on in such a light.
Washington eyed him with a coldly severe glance,
and nodded his head, as he replied :
"Murdered is the word. You claim that your brothers were murdered ag-ainst the laws of war. Yet you
propose to murder others just as cruelly against my
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orders. I have promised that these prisoners shall be
held harmless, and that none shall suffer unless he has
violated the laws of war. If he has, he will be punished, but only after a proper court-martial."
Then, as Philip and the three Harvey boys stared at
him in silence, he added :
"This war can never be settled while every soldier in
the ranks undertakes to judge of the conduct of his
general and the laws of war. Therefore, I have orders
to give to you. Will you obey them?"
Philip stammered, seeing that Washington required
an answer:
"That is what we came here for, general."
"It is well," replied the general, more kindly. "I
have work for you to do which none can do so well as
you. Mine own I must do myself. You have found
news for me, by hanging on the skirts of the enemy's
army, where regular soldiers could not; but you are out
of place here, where regular soldiers are required. I
wish you all four to leave this town at once, and to proceed to Princeton, there to remain till you hear from
me. How soon can you depart, Mr. Underhill?"
He addressed Philip directly, and the young man,
without thinking, replied at once :
"As soon as your excellency pleases. But are we
not tcr--"
He was going to say "know the result of the courtmartial," but the general checked him coldly by saying:
"Then you will depart at once. This is but the beginning of operations. Make for Princeton, and communicate with such as shall be sent for you, to whom
you are to tell the position of the enemy and his numbers. If you have privileges, you shall have work also."

CHAPTER XIII.
A LITTLE COMFORT.

In spite of the reluctance of Philip Underhill and his
friends to depart from Trenton, without knowing
whether the Hessians were to be punished for the murder of the three boys, they bad no excuse to disobey
the positive orders of the general ; neither did they have
any wish to do so.
In fact, Philip, who had begun to cool d0wn, after
his first fierce hunger for vengeance, starting from the
discovery of Sergt. Weber, began to realize that the
general was sending him away on purpose to prevent
him from making trouble about the prisoners, and to
think angrily to himself that "they might get off, after
all." He had not yet learned the lesson which that war
was to teach him and many others, that vengeance is
like a snowball rolled up a hill, which gathers to itself
all the time.
Therefore he departed from Trenton very sullenly
with his three friends.
Dan Fowler, the idiot boy, who had remained placid
and undisturbed through all the tumult, as soon as he
had found his master, trudged beside Philip and the
Harvey boys till they got out of the town into the
woods. They might have gone off without thinking of
anything else, when they heard the gallop of a horse
behind them, and aw the supple figure of Lucy Field
coming along the road, the girl waving a handkerchief
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to attract their attention, though she was outside the
line of pickets, drawn around the town already.
They stopped, and she came up to them, a little out
of breath with her rapid ride, when they saw that she
was mounted on a very different horse from the fagged
and ancient animal on which she had ridden when
Philip saved her from the Hessians.
She flushed slightly when she saw Philip, but said,
hastily :
"Sir, I have ridden fast to find you. What must you
think of me, that have allowed you to go forth without
being thanked for the favor that you did me but a day
ago?"
Philip had been thinking gloomily of his brothers a
moment before ; but the sight of this pretty little maiden
chased the gloom from his mind for a minute, and he
said politely:
"Nay, but there was naught to thank me for, madam.
Any man would have done the same, could he have had
the opportunity."
"Not everyone could have done as you did, sir," she
replied. "But that is not what I came to tell you. I
have a message from the general for you, and he hath
committed it to my lips."
Philip flushed with pleasure as he replied:
"That, indeed, is a double pleasure to me, madam.
One to hear from the greatest man in the country ; the
other from your lips."
Lucy colored at his words, and tried hard to hide a
smile, but could not do it. So she went on, hastily:
"The message is this ; and he requested me to take
it to you myself, and gave me a pass outside the lines
and back, that I might have no trouble."
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She paused a moment, and then glanced at the Harvey boys, who were staring at her in open-moutl ·ed
admiration.
"I was bidden to tell it to you alone," she said,
quietly.
The moment she said it, all three boys flushed crimson, with the innate modesty that they possessed, in
common with all American boys, no matter how rough
their bringing up, and Paul Harvey said, hastily:
"Beg pardon, miss, I'm sure. Here, boys, come on."
And the three hurried off some hundred yards ahead,
where they turned into the woods and began to talk
together, as if on purpose to drown any sound that
might come to their ears-such was the delicacy they
had been taught from childhood.
Then Lucy leaned forward to Philip and said, gently:
"It was but a pretense, sir, to get chance of speech
with you. The general told me to tell you that he
would do all he could for you in the future, but that
you must give up your schemes of vengeance, and be
satisfied to leave all to his justice. He told me that he
promised this. If ever you capture Maj. Ferguson,
who gave the order, and should be tempted to execute
him, the matter must be kept from the ears of the general. Then I begged him to let me come and warn you
of this, and he told me I might go, and--"
She seemed as if she were about to say more, but
thought better of it. As a matter of fact, when she had
asked permission to carry a message of comfort to the
poor young man, with whom she sympathized so
deeply, the general had remarked, with a faint smile:
"The best comfort you can carry him, Mistress Lucy,
will be a sight of your comely face."
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And with that, with a fatherly freedom which no one
ever obj ected to from the grave commander-in-chief,
the general had kissed her on the cheek and bid her
"go and comfort the young man in the way she best
knew how."
And she had done so effectually, for Philip's face had
brightened up; and he said, more cheerfully than he
had ' yet done:
"And deeply do I thank you, Mistress Lucy, for coming to warn a poor, banished and broken man."
"Nay, nay," she said, comfortingly, "not banished
and broken, because misfortune hath taken you unawares, Capt. Philip--"
"Call me Philip, alone," he urged. "Oh, Mistress
Lucy, you know not how dark the world appeared to
me, but now, and how you have lightened it! I feel
now as if I could go and suffer or dare anything, so
that it might win a smile from you. For, bethink you,
I am now all alone in the world. Father, mother and
three brothers all gone, and--"
"But you have gained one friend, at least," she said,
brightly, "who will never desert you."
Philip looked at her doubtfully.
"A friend, Mistress Lucy? And who?"
"The general," she replied, warmly. "Ah, you may
think him cold and hard in his ways, but when you had
departed I heard him say to Col. Hamilton: 'There
goes one made of the stuff which shall yet free this
country, Hamilton. If we had fifty thousand like him
we might laugh at all George's anger.'"
"And did his excellency say that of me?" asi{ed
Philip, flushing deeply with pleasure at the words.
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"Not only that, but I heard him say how it grieved
him to have had to speak harshly to you," she replied.
Then she added, with an air of indiffe~ence that
belied her real feelings :
"I suppose you know that my father hath gained permission from the general to depart to Princeton forthwith?"
"No," he said, looking curiously at her.
"It is true, and what is more, we are going to lodge
with my Aunt Lucinda, after whom I was named. She
is my father's sister, and as good a patriot as I am,
myself, which is saying a good deal; for father always
calls me a rank rebel," she replied, smiling. "I thought
I would tell you that my aunt's house is next to the
college, and that her husband is Dr. Hodge, of whom
all have heard, as the president of the college. If so be
the British do not make an example of me for being a
rebel, I shall go about and see what I can see. And if
so be that I should happen to ride out into the woods,
and should meet some one belonging to the side that I
favor, and should tell him news, he might know enough
to take the news to the general, that we might, perhaps,
win another victory."
And Mistress Lucy smiled still more witchingly,
while Philip, who understood what she meant, took her
hand and kissed it gratefully, saying, warmly, as he
did so:
"Mistress Lucy, if we gain our independence it will
be owing to the spirit of our girls more than that of
our men."
"Nay, nay," she said, brightly, as she turned her
horse to ride back. "Let everyone do as he ·or she
thinks best, in his or her power. Remember, the next
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house to the college. If any man should be daring
enough to penetrate into the town to get news, if he
were not taken by the enemy, he might even get news
earlier, for I admit that I shall have a hard time eluding
the suspicions of my father, after what has happened
already."
Then she rode away, leaving Philip dreaming of a
pair of brown eyes that had quite taken away his sorrow for the time.
He stood watching her till she had disappeared round
a turn of the road, when he rejoined his companions
with a briskness he had not shown since he had been
disappointed in bis schemes of vengeance, and said:
"Come, boys, let us on to Princeton. We may do
better there than even at Trenton, if we do not come
across some one that knows us."
They tramped on all that day through the woods,
keeping away from the roads. The horse on which
Capt. Philip had come from East Chester had been
stolen by the party which took him the day before, and
had been left behind them on account of their secret
errand.
They were safer on foot, and by evening had come
in sight of the little village of Princeton, the seat at that
time of the College of New Jersey, a Presbyterian institution, which was to be followed by the more widelyknown seminary which has come down to our own day
as Princeton College.
In those days it was a cluster of buildings around a
small church, and was distinguished as the home of a
great difference of opinion, some of the professors
being rigid "Tories," others just as uncompromising
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"Whigs" or "Patriots ," as they were called, according
to the opinion of the person who gave them the name.
They went into camp in a hollow of the woods,
where it was decided that the Harvey boys and Dan
should remain, whiie Philip Underhill went into the
town to gather what information he could. He wished
to do so while still there was an opportunity for him to
pass unchallenged ; and he knew that if he waited till
the deacon with his family arrived he would have hard
work to avoid being seen in a small place.
Therefore, as the sun set, he laid aside his weapons,
and putting off his white hunting shirt, attired only in
the ordinary garments of a farmer, set out for the village of Princeton, which he entered without difficulty.
Not a sentry was posted round the town, but the
place was full of soldiers.

CHAPT ER XIV.
A TICKLISH

POSITION .

When Philip entered the town he felt his heart beat
a little faster than its wont in spite of himself. He
was by no means as strong as he had been, for he had
been knocked down twice within two days; at the time
of his capture and by the bullet of the sentry.
His strong constitution, and the fact that neither
wound had been more than a scalp injury, had enabled
him to resume duty as usual; for in those days, as now,
men living in the open air could stand injuries·, which
would lay up a citizen for three weeks.
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His injuries had all been under his hair, and he had
washed away the blood long before, while a patch over
one eye, some stain on his face and the change in his
dress, had made sufficient disguise, as he thought, for
him to evade anyone who did not know him well.
Lucy had told him that her father was coming to
Princeton, and he had only one fear, that the journey
thereto might be simultaneous with his own. The
deacon had seen him while a prisoner, and might recognize his face and figure if he looked sharp.
Philip, on the other hand, felt sure that he would be
able to know the deacon anywhere, for he had taken
great interest in the old man, as the father of Lucy
Field, whom he already began to love for her beauty
and courage.
In war time, with a young man of nineteen, love
comes quick, and the more Philip Underhill thought of
Lucy Field the deeper became his love for her.
Now he left his rifle behind him, and only carried a
knife, hidden under his waistcoat, to defend himself
with intcase of a sudden attack, where there might be a
chance.
His appearance attracted little attention in the town,
which was full of soldiers, belonging to Co ·;. twallis'
cavalry division of dragoons, which had been roaming
over the State of New Jersey, plundering at its will.
A whole brigade of such horsemen was encamped
outside the town in the woods, and the sound of currycomb and brush, as the men cleaned their animals at
"stable call," was incessant.
The young patriot pretended to be lounging into the
town from idle curiosity, but kept his eye on the soldiers, and his ears open to all their gossip, as they
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worked. From words that he heard he found that the
firing at Trenton had been heard during the morning,
but attributed to artillery practice among the men.
That was as near as he could find out from the common soldiers, but he could hardly believe that the officers could be so supine and careless.
He strolled on into town, unmindful that he was
getting further and further into the lion's den, till he
found himself near the college, which he recognized
from the church in the center of the buildings.
.
At the side of the college green was a row of large
tents, with blazing log fires in front of them, and over
the tallest tent waved the British standard, from which
the young man judged that he must be near the quarters
of the commanding general, whom he knew, from the
conversation of the soldiers, to be Lord Cornwallis, then
a young and dashing officer, in command of the cavalry.
As Philip hung around the headquarter's tent, watching them from afar, he heard the rumble of wheels
coming up the solitary street of the little town, and,
looking round, spied a heavy wago.n with four horses,
harnessed one in front of the other, the wheel horse in
the shafts being ridden by a negro boy.
It was -coming straight for the headquarters; and a
mounted officer in a brilliant uniform was riding by the
side, conversing with some one inside.
What made Philip step out of the way and wait till
the wagon had passed he could hardly tell; but he did
so, and presently heard the officer say:
"You have acted the part of a good , loyal subject of
his majesty, Mr. Field, and your information is of exceeding ·value. I will take you at once to the earl, for
these things must be looked into."
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Then, as he passed by Philip, who stood at the roadside, the officer made a cut at him with the long hunting
whip he carried, crying, in a harsh tone:
"What are you staring at, you booby? Go to your
house and keep indoors! If I had my way, I'd hang
every Yankee I found out after dark."
The lash of the whip caught Philip, who was not
looking for anything of the sort, on the shoulder, and
stung him sharply.
It seemed to have been done in the very wantonness
of overbearing insolence ; and the young man, not
thinking of anything but the smart and indignity,
made a rush at the horse, seized it by the bridle, and
forced the animal back, so that it almost fell, before
he remembered where he was.
Then a realizing sense of his imprudence came over
him as the officer, shouting out angry curses, struck
at him a second time with his whip; and Philip Underhill turned and fled, as hard as he could run, across the
square in front of the tents, passing across the beat of
the sentry as he did so.
The whole incident occupied only a few seconds, and
then he saw a flash, as the sentry fired at him and
heard the whistle of the bullet over his head.
It was just getting dark in the evening, and he knew
nothing about the localities, save that he wanted to get
into hiding somewhere.
As it happened, he blundered right into the kitchen
of the general, where some men were preparing supper,
and behind them were the buildings of the college, then
empty, and built round a central green, with one side
open to the church.
With an instinct to get into hiding somewhere or
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other, Philip dashed into the open side of the square,
finding it empty.
·
Behind him he heard shouts and running footsteps,
but before him was an open doorway that seemed to
lead to a cellar.
Into this he dashed, and pulled the door to after him
with as little noise as he could, when he found himself
in a place perfectly dark, through which he groped
toward a faint light at one end, which he found to proceed from a small, square window at the other side of
the building.
Outside in the square people were running about, but
the fortunate shutting of the door had given him a
fe\\( moments to escape. All the doors being shut, his
pursuers, if he had any, must try them all before they
found him. The square window was wide open, and
as he climbed through it he found himself at the other
side of the college buildings, under some ancient elm
trees, the branches of which came down quite near the
earth in some cases.
Hastily glancin g round him for some means of hiding himself, he ran along under the wall of the college,
till the red glare of some fires warned him that he was
coming back to danger.
Just at that moment anfJther cellar window lay by
his side, open like the other, and through it he dived,
to find himself in a compartment of the cellar, at the
very corner of the building, with two windows commandin g a view all round him, and a number of barrels
and casks, which looked to him as if made on purpose
for him to hide behind.
Good or bad, the place was the only one that offered,
and he made no delay about slipping in and taking a

A Ticklish Position.

95

position between two casks, behind which he could hide
himself the moment he stooped, while by standing up
he could see out of both windows at a time .•
Then he saw that the fires of the cooking establishment, behind headquarters, were deserted, while the
shouts of people all round the college told him that
they were still searching for him.
Presently a couple of soldiers came running along
from the other side of the college, and paused in front
of the window.
Down went Philip behind his cask, and presently
heard one say :
"He must have got. off into the town, Bill. These
Yankees will all hide one another, and it's a sure thing
he ain't in the college. Ain't the old tartar savage just,
though?"
"Ay, ay ! he's a tartar by name and a tartar by nater,"
responded the second voice. "The feller must have
been stark, staring mad to try and make a whack at
Col. Tarleton, of all men in the world. I wouldn't like
to be in his place if Tarleton ketches him."
"Nor me, nuther, Bill. Say, here he comes now.
Let's go to lookin' round, so he won't use that 'ere whip
of his'n on us, like he did on the Yankee. He's too
blessed free with that 'ere thing."
Then Philip heard them moving off, and presently
the strident voice of the officer, with whom he had the
altercation, was heard, as he cried with extreme anger :
"If you men can't find that rebel hound, I'll hold
some of you responsible for him, and try what the cat
will do, to 'l~ven your memory. He can't have got out
f>f here. Why, such a thing was never heard of, as a
confounded scoundrel like that, con:iing into a British
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officer's headquarters, and trying to murder him. Scatter, there, you· scoundrels, and look for him. Stir your
lazy stumps, or I'll make you remember Tarleto n, with
a vengeance."
And then came the crackin g of a whip, and Philip
peeped over the top of his cask, and saw the very officer
who had struck at him, slashing away with the same
whip at a numbe r of soldiers, who ran from before him
with a slavish submission that he though t remarkable
at such a time.
The officer was the afterwa rd famous or notorious
Col. Tarleton, whose cruelties and hard fighting were
to make him so well known during the progres s of the
Revolutionary War. It was Philip's ·first introduction
to him; and he began to think of him as almost worse
than Fergus on, already.
Then, as the men went runnin g around, appare ntly
trying to find the escaped one, Tarleto n suddenly turned
to the cellar, and spying the open windows, cried otit:
"Searc h that cellar, you scoundrels ! The Yankee
may be hiding in there, right under your noses~ and
you not see him."
And then, as a numbe r of men came runnin g to the
cellar, Philip Under:hill crouched down in the darkness
behind his cask, graspin g his knife and feeling that
probably his last hour was coi;ne.
·

CHAPTER XV.
A CLOSE SHAVE.

When Philip Underhill heard the soldiers entering
the cellar he gave himself up for lost, and thought only
of selling his life dearly. Down between the casks he
cowered as low as he could go, staring up, and resolved
to lunge with his knife at any face that came over the
top of the cask.
Instead of that he only saw a man's b:ick, and heard
the two who were searching turn over everythin:; else
in the cellar except the particular place in which he
was hiding, while they rolled such of the casks as
could be moved to and fro, and once nearly caused him
to cry out with pain, so closely was he squeezed.
Then he heard one of them call out :
"There ain't nobody in here, sir. We've turned over
everything, and a rat couldn't have got out of the-Ah! there he goes now."
And then came a scuffling and the clash of steel
striking onthe stones of the cellar wall, till the soldier
cried out :
"I've got him, sir, all there is here. J ust a big Norway rat."
-For a little space the revulsion of feeling in Philip's
heart was so great that he came near fainting in his
hiding place; but as the two soldiers in the cellar
climbed out to their officer he began to realize that the
search for him was practically over.
The fortunate discovery of the rat had saved him.
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Still he did not dare to stir for some time afterward,
during which he remained crouched down behind the
casks, till silence had fallen over the town and the headquarters of the British officers, when the daring young
scout began to think of making use of his position to
benefit his cause.
He had come into town, as it seemed, just before the
advent of Deacon Field, to whom Tarleton had been
talking when the fracas occurred.
Tarleton had congratulated the deacon on his loyalty
and devotion in coming in with news, and it needed no
great skill on the part of Philip to realize what the
news was.
The deacon had been allowed to leave Trenton by
Washington, and had come straight for Princeton to
give information that might lead to the capture of
Washington.
But why had Washington let him go?
That was the puzzle for Philip, till he began to think
of what the chief had told himself as his last instructions before leaving the town.
He remembered the words well :
"This is but the beginning of operations. Make for
Princeton and communicate with such as shall be
sent for you. You are to tell the position of the enemy
and his numbers."
That was what he had to do now, to find out the
position and number of the enemy.
He had looked around him as he came in and counted
two brigade flags, and the uniforms of seven different
regiments, all cavalry.
So far so good.
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Cornwallis was in command, and Col. Tarleton was
with him.
The deacon had come in and told about the capture
of Trenton.
What remained for Philip to do was to find out what
the British commander was going to do.
He remained in his cellar, peeping out of the windows whenever he got a chance, and thereby watching
the kitchen of the headquarters with no great danger
to himself.
The trouble produced by his encounter with Tarleton
seemed to have blown over, and the men at the cook
fires were talking to each other, cracking rough jokes
and di cussing the news from Trenton, which spread
over the camp in all sorts of shapes.
They seemed to think that it was nothing to be
ashamed of, but for the most part to lay it to the stupidity of the German soldiers and to have great confidence in the ability of their present chief to avenge
the disaster and drive back W ashinoton to the woods.
Philip listened a long as he could, and, as he
watched, saw that a council of officers was taking place
in the tent of the commander, which wa about a hundred feet in front of the cookina quarters.
Trumpets blew different calls, and a number of officers came riding up in the light of the camp fires, and
dismounting from horse , entered the aeneral's tent,
where something was going on that necessitated a good
deal of talking.
The noise of the voices excited the curiosity of the
men at the cook fire, of course, as well as of Philip, and
every now and then one of them would steal off near the
back of the general's tent, come back and retail the re-
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sult of his eavesdropping to his comrades, with many
nods, and winks, and whispers.
To Philip the situation was growing more and more
exciting· evety moment, and all the more so when he
found, from the conversation of the men at the cook
fire, that an expedition was on foot to surprise Washington, avenge the disaster of Trenton, and end the war
by the capture of the "head rebel," as the men called
the Virginian chieftain.
But how was he to find means to communicate this
to his general, and especially how should he be able
to communicate with Lucy Field, who was by this time
certainly in the town with her father.
Then he remembered what Lucy had told him.
"My aunt's house is next to the college, and her husband is Dr. Hodge, of whom they have all heard, as
president of the college."
And here he was in a disused cellar in the corner of
these very college buildings, and Lucy probably not a
hun~red yards from him, if he only knew in which direction to hunt for her.
"I must get out of this place s-omehow or other," he
said to himself, and with that he got out of his hiding
place and went to the window on the other side of the
college buildings, where the open space was dark as far
as the camps of the soldiers, some three hundred yards
off.
Not a soul was on that side as Philip slipped out of
the cellar window and started to skirt round the building- to the opposite side to find the house of Mrs.
Hodge, Lucy's aunt, Lucinda.
He kept close under the walls, and in this way
skirted round the empty building till his attention was
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attracted by voices in front of him, and he instantly
crouched down under the shadow of a stone stairway
to one of the side doors of the college and listened.
To his surprise he heard the voice of Deacon Field
and the sweet tones of his beloved Lucy, while the
crunching of the snow under their feet announced that
they were walking along.
"I tell thee, Lucy," he heard the deacon say, "thou
must either join me in telling the officers all thou knowest of the enemy, or thou wilt be exposed as a rebel
and traitor, and in that case I shall not be able to save
thee from prison."
Philip hid a little closer and listened to the steps
which were coming nearer and nearer to the stairs beneath which he was hiding. Lucy made no answer
to her ~ather till they were opposite to the place, when
he heard her say, in a stifled sort of way:
"If I must go to prison I must, sir; but I will not
betray my country to the British."
Then Philip looked out and saw the backs of the two,
with the old deacon half turned round, as he stopped
to strike his stick on the ground, saying, angrily:
"Thy country, silly, disloyal girl ! England is thy
country, as it is mine. There lies my duty."
"America is my country," the girl retorted, with
great spirit, "and I tell you plainly, father, it is no use
taking me to the Earl of Cornwallis, for I will tell him
· nothing, and will only insult him and get you into trouble. So we might as well go back."
Then Philip began to realize what the old deacon was
trying to do. He knew that his daughter had been a
sort of favorite with Washington, and thought that she
might have heard something of his plans, which he
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expected to have her reveal. And the spirited girl refused.
"Brave Lucy!" he murmure d to himseif, as he heard
her.
And he noted that her father was staggered by her
obstinacy, for the old man did not walk on, but stopped
to expostulate, saying:
"If thou wilt not do it, there is Martha, who will,
Lucy."
"Then let Martha do it, sir," she replied, quietly.
"Of a truth, she is fonder of the British than I am,
even to that detestable Col. Tarleton, with his loud
voice and his bold, wicked eyes, that no g:rl ought to
meet without shrinking ."
Her words seemed to strike the deacon unpleasantly,
for he said, with rather an apologetic tone:
"He is a rough soldier- that is all, Lucy ; he is not
bad, and means no harm to thee or any lady."
"I know this, sir," she retorted, sharply: "If a patriot
looked at me in the way he did and spoke the words he
did before everyone, with his strange oaths, you would
call him bad. So why not return home?"
Philip was wonderin g what they were about and
what the deacon meant, when he sighed and said:
"It is too late, Lucy. I have promised, and they expect it. Look! I think there comes the colonel hi~
self."
And Philip, hiding in the shadow of the stairs, saw
the swaggeri ng figure of Tarleton coming along the
college wall, and presently the cavalry leader hurried
up, saying, quickly :
"Well met. deacnn. We have decid ed to move by
daylight, and all we want of the lady is the names of
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the officers she heard mentioned round Washington.
I think this incident will end the w::ir."
Philip heard him, and his heart beat hard: he was
gathering news in spite of everything. The British
were to move by daylight. ·ow if he could only sneak
out of town and get to the woods, he might warn
Washington, who otherwise might be surprised and
overwhelmed in his turn, as he had surprised Rahl.
Thinking over this, he saw Tarleton, in his swaggering way, take Lucy and slip her hand under his arm,
saying, in answer to her low expostulation:
"Nay, nay, it is too late to remonstrate, Mistress
Lucy. Thy father saith that thou couldst tell us, and
thou must."
And with that the three disappeared round the corner of the college buildings, as Philip Underhill slipped
from his retreat.

CHAPTER XVI.
A BOLD

STRATAGEM .

Philip Underhill had made up his mind to make a
dash for liberty, trusting to the darkness of the night,
but wished to get as far from the fires as he could.
Skirting the college, he turned a corner, only to almost run into the arms of a sentry, who was pacing his
beat in a perfectly lonely spot, and on whom he came
so close that he had grabbed the man's musket instinctively, before either spoke a word. Then; of course, he
had to think quick, and act quick, too.
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It was life or death for him, and yet he hated to
stab the other with his knife. It looked and felt too
much like murder.
But he had the weapon in his hand, a heavy hunting
knife with a buckhorn handle, and with a sudden
round-hand blow, which he had learned in many a
rough-and-tumble contest before the war, he hit the
sentry on the temple with the heavy handle of the knife,
so that the crack sounded like the stroke of a hammer.
He might have tried the blow a hundred times without success ; but as it happened, he managed to hit at
that moment in the exact spot M knock the man senseless.
The soldier staggered a moment, seemed struggling
to cry out, with no power to do so, and let go his
grasp of the musket.
The moment he did so, Philip snatched the heavy
weapon from him, and thrust the butt full into his face
with all his force, and knocked him down in earnest,
this time completely stunned.
Then he stopped and glanced round him.
The beat of the sentry was along a dead wall, but
the porch of a house was a little way off. That must
be the house of Lucy Field's aunt, Lucinda, and all in a
moment a bold plan occurred to Philip.
Stooping down he hastily stripped the soldier of
his coat and belt, trusting te> the darkness to mask the
. difference of his own worn and patched deerskin leggings from the white breeches and gaiters of the
soldier.
The exchange was effected rapidly and in a moment
more he stood up as a full-fledged British soldier, and

A Bold Stratagem.
hurried off on his beat with the soldier's musket over
his shoulder.
Past the door of the house he strode and saw that
there was light in the window. At one of the lowt:r
windows near the doorway a girl was pre:> ing her face
against the panes, and Philip recognized Martha Field
from her likeness to her sister.
Philip hesitated a moment at the sight of her, and
the young lady seemed to notice the soldier's figure
outside and tapped on the window as if to attract his
attention. This was just what Philip wanted to test
the completeness of his disguise, and he stopped short
when Martha disappeared from the window and presently came to the door, and opening it on a crack
peeped out and said, in a low tone:
"Mr. Soldier, please, I want to speak to you."
For a moment Philip hesitated and then a scheme
came into his mind. The girl evidently thought him a
soldier on post, but was so ignorant of military matters
that she thought he could come off post to speak to her.
Then he walked up the steps and Martha said, in a
low voice:
"Hush, please, my aunt may hear you. Did you not
see .my father and sister go by just now toward the
headquarter s?''
"I did,'' he replied, quietly, . but wondering what she
meant.
"Do you know which way they have gone?"
"No."
"They have gone to see Earl Cornwallis."
''What for?"
"My sister can tell all about the 'head rebel' and his
army."
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"That is good."
"But she will not, and, oh, Mr. Soldier, I love my
sister so much."
"Of course you do. Why will not your sister tell?"
"Because she believes in the rebel, Washin gton."
"Can I help you?" asked the supposed soldier.
"Yes, if you can and will."
"If I can help the daught er of Deacon Field, I will."
"Then time is precious. The colonel says that Earl
Cornwallis is to move by daylight, and my sister is to
give the names of all who are on Washin gton's staff."
"Well? "
"She will not do it."
"So you said, Miss Field. I don't see that I can
make her."
"No, no, you cannot, but I can tell; oh, if only the
colonel would come to me."
"And you would tell?"
"Yes, for our good King George's sake. How can
people be so wicked as to fight against him ?"
"But can I trust you ? Are you not a rebel also ?"
"No, no. I can go through the lines whenever I
please."
"Not while I am on duty, unless you gave the sign."
"Well, I should do it."
"Do it now, then!" and Philip felt aglow with excitement, for he was about to learn what would be of incalculable advantage to him.
She leaned forwar d and whispered a word in the
soldier's ear.
"Ha! some stray word you have picked up."
"Not so, I can give the counter sign as well."
"Indee d !"

A Bold Stratagem.

107

She again whispered to Philip, and while he affected
to disbelieve her, he was elated at his success.
"I want you to convey a note to the colonel for me."
"Yes, miss, when I am off duty."
"How long will that be ?"
"An hour."
"That will do. Will you take it?"
"Yes."
The note was passed to Philip, and almost at the
same time a shrill voice was heard calling :
"Martha!"
"My aunt; go quick!"
Nothing pleased Philip better, and hiding his musket, he crawled round the house in the direction of the
British headquarters.
He was just in time to hear Lucy say:
"I can die, colonel, but I cannot be a traitor to my
country."
"My girl, England is your country."
"Is it? I was born here, my father was born here,
and-and"-she hesitated a moment-"my mother is
buried here. No, America is my country."
"Do you know my power?"
The voice 'Yas not that of Tarleton; it was a manly
and honest voice, but there was something in it which
jarred on Philip's ears.
"Yes, my lord."
"I can imprison you."
"I know it."
"I can order you to be shot as '!- spy."
"Yes, my lord," assented Lucy, with admirable coolness.
"You think I would not do it, eh?"

108

A Bold Stratagem.

"My lord, I know England is capable of making
war on women and children."
"Not so."
"Indeed, yes. Did not Maj. Ferguson, of the Royal
Scots, hang three little boys in East Chester? That
was murder. So you can easily justify the shooting of
a girl."
There was a quiet sarcasm in her speech. Philip's
heart went out to her in a passionate outburst. Had
she not remembered his brothers' sad death?
"The girl is mad," said Deacon Field, excitedly.
"She is no longer a daughter of mine."
"Say not so, deacon; she is young, and when she sees
the 'head rebel' hanged as a traitor, she will be ready to
acknowledge her error."
"Never!" answered Lucy, with a queenly dignity.
"Never! I can die--shoot me if you please, but my
latest breath shall be of loyalty to Gen. Washington
and the Congress."
Tarleton spoke in a low voice to Cornwallis, and the
earl suddenly turned to the deacon.
"Deacon, you are free to go to Trenton," he said,
"are you not?"
"Yes, my lord."
"I want to send a letter to some trusty friends there."
"Yes, my lord."
"Good ! You will take it?"
"I will."
How Lucy longed to get possession of that Jetter
which Cornwallis was so hastily writing, but she knew
that it would be almost an impossibility.
When the letter was finished, the general sealed it
with his signet ring and handed it to the deacon.
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"Deliver it only to the person addressed. As for you,
Miss Lucy, you will stay here a prisoner until we are
ready to start and capture this rebel whom you so much
admire."
Lucy made no answer, but gave the titled officer
such a look that, had he not been adamant, he would
have felt how small he really was, and would have
been ashamed of himself.
The old deacon left the tent, and chuckled as he
went. He had a secret mission to perform, and he
was sure of a title, or at least some of the rebels' lands,
as his reward.
He had not gone a hundred yards before he heard
some one running.
Turning, he saw an English soldier.
"You are Deacon Field?" said the man.
"Yes, that is my present name."
"The earl, Gen. Cornwallis, sent me after you-you
have a letter for Trenton. The earl wants to make
some changes in it--"
"I will return," said the deacon.
"Better not. The earl said you were to go home,
and mftke some excuse about Miss Lucy, or her aunt
will be uneasy; and you are to return for the letter in
half an hour."
"Very well. You are to take the letter?"

"Yes."
"The sign !" exclaimed the wary old deacon.
The soldier, instead of giving the usual sign, gave
one which he had learned admitted to the commander' s
tent. That was enough.
The letter was at once given to the soldier, and the
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deacon watched the man until he was lost in the shadow
of the tent.
But no sooner had the soldier reached the shade, than
he skirted the tent and made a bold dash across the
college square, and ran right into the arms of a sentry.
With admirable presence of mind he gave the sign,
and was allowed to pass-t he sentry was used to such
escapades.
It was evidently a love journey the soldier was
going.
Into the woods he ran with the speed of a deer until,
breathless and exhausted, he reached the camp where
the Harvey boys and Crazy Dan were awaitin g the
coming of Philip.
At the sight of the redcoat, Paul pointed his musket,
and would have fired, when Philip -for he it waslaughed .
"Don't you know me?"
"Cappe n Phil! Cappen ! me glad!"
And Crazy Dan danced round Underhill, seizing his
hand and kissing it, and fawnin g upon him just as a
dog would on the return of its master.

CHAP TER XVII.
THE

USAG ES

OF

WAR.

"Dan, get ready to go to Trento n;" said Capt. Philip,
as soon as he had recovered his breath. "And, Paul, I
have work for you, too."
"All right, cappen ! Anywh ere if it is for Gen.
Washin gton."

The Usages of War.

III

"It is."
"What cheer ?" asked Paul.
"There is not time to tell you all. Every minute is
precious. Get ready!"
These boys did not require to make many preparations. They were always ready to march.
Philip walked about uneasily for a few minutes,
when suddenly he stumbled and nearly fell.
~'What is that, Paul?" he asked.
"A Britisher, that is all."
"An English soldier?"
"Yes."
"Alive?"
"No, not much. He came right into our camp, and
not recognizing us, asked the way to Princeton. There
was something suspicious about him, and Dan, the
nateral, jumped on him and-- Well, there he is."
"Why kill him?" asked Underhill, his soul revolting
against useless blood shedding.
"He was one of George's men."
"But he was a man."
"Of course he was, and he would have killed us if he
had known we were for Washington."
Dan was ready first; he had taken a little food, a
good drink of water, and now stood before Philip looking up into his face with an earnest gaze.
"Cappen, ready !" was all he said.
"Take this, return to Trenton, and give it to the
general. Don't let anyone take it from you."
There was a silent reproach in his look as he replied:
"Dan never traitor."
"I believe you ; off you go."
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Like a faithful hound, the crazy fellow dashed off
into the belt of wood, and was lost to sight very
quickly.
To Paul he gave a similar message, and directed him
to take quite a different route.
T he other two were to make the camp their headquarters, and to find out all they could about the enemy.
Philip went over to the dead soldier, and stripped
from him his clothes. Searching the pockets, he found
some documents which proved to be of g reat value.
One was from Gen. Brown, addressed to Col. Tarleton
at Princeton, another to the same soldier from a citizen
of Trenton, and the other was a description of one
"Philip Underhill, traitor and spy," and contained the
promise of a g reat reward to whoever would kill him.
"Pleasant, " muttered Philip, as he pocketed the documents.
Feeling sure that one, at least, of his messengers
would reach the general, Philip assumed the complete
disguise of the dead soldier, and boldly walked back
toward Princeton.
He had not gone far when he heard the voice which
had such power over him-the dulcet voice of Lucy
Field.
"What could she be doing there?" he wondered.
Hiding himself in a thicket, he awaited her approach.
"How dare you say such a thing?" she said to her
companion, angrily.
''Why, Mistress Lucy, 'tis but one of the usages of
war time."
The speaker was Col. Tarleton, who had taken his
prisoner away from the vill age to reason with her, and
if that was not sufficient, to threaten.
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The colonel carried his riding whip; it was his inseparable companion.
"Usages of war, indeed! Then, colonel, let me tell
you that I would rather die true to my own country
than live rich and know myself a traitor."
"You use harsh words, fair mistress. Did not your
father command you to give the information, and is it
not written in thy Bible, 'Children, obey your parents?'"
"Yes, but in this case I shall disobey."
"I can offer you a hundred pounds of good
money--"
"If you offered me King George's crown, my answer would still be the same."
"By Heaven, Mistress Lucy, I admire you."
''Then release me."
"I dare not. But your beauty would grace an English castle."
"It never will. Are you answered?"
"No! By Jove, you shall tell me, or I'll make you."
"Coward!"
Tarleton raised his whip as if to strike.
"Oh, I am not afraid," said the girl, proudly. "English ruffians have no terrors by which they can frighten
me."
"By Jove ! you shall repent this. I'll make you tell
me, and on your knees you sooll ask my pardon."
"Indeed I'll not, colonel. Go back to England and
talk to your countrywomen in that way. It will not influence me; I am a free-born American girl."
"Once more! Will you give the information P"
"No. A gentleman would not ask me."
Tarleton saw that Lucy meant it.
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He was maddened beyond control, and ra1smg his
whip he gave her a savage cut across the shoulders.
fo an instant he was lying on his back, knocked
down by Philip Underhill, who could not stand by and
see Lucy Field outraged so brutally by the officer.
Snatching the whip from Tarleton's hand, the young
scout used it with such good effect, that scarcely a portion of the soldier's body but was bleeding.
"He ought to be a Scotchman now, his face is like
a tartan plaid." said Philip, as he looked down at the
criss-cross he had cut on the dashing colonel's countenance.
"That voice!" said Lucy.
"Mistress Lucy, thou art free."
"Captain--"
"Philip! Never call me by any other name."
"How came you here?" she asked.
"To see thee. Oh, Lucy, it is as good as a ray of
sunshine to look into thy proud American eyes."
"What news?" she asked, quietly turning the conversation.
He told her what he had learned, and then asked
what she intended doing.
"I shall return to my Aunt Lucinda's."
"But you will be in danger."
"No, Philip. I shall tell how the colonel assaulted
me, and how I was rescued by an English soldier."
Lucy was able to give the brave boy some additional
information, and then he, too, started back to Trenton.

*

*

*

*

*

*

Cornwallis had given up all thoughts of returning
to England, though he had received leave of absence.
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He determined to attack Washington at Trenton, and
had good reason for believing he could surprise and
capture the "rebel" leader.
The patriots had five thousand men under Washington, but Cornwallis had far superior numbers.
There was a difference, too. The American army
was almost a raw one.
Soldiers drilled and maneuvered into automatons
were scarce, while the English leader was supported by
veterans, every man well skilled in the art of warfare, and each ready to do his part without a word of
question.
Every advantage was on the side of the English, and
it was only by the best of generalship that the Americans could hope to even hold their ground.
The boom of cannon told that fighting had commenced.
Cornwallis was almost beside himself with rage.
Instead of surprising the Americans, he had found
them ready, and even anticipating his approach.
The patriots had left the village, and had taken up
a strong position on the south side of Assanpink Creek.
Gen. Vv ashington was just mounting his horse, when
Col. Hamilton pointed out a group of men wearing the
patriots' uniform, and evidently fighting.
"Shall we ever secure liberty," said the general, sorrowfully, "while each man is a law unto himself?"
Col. Hamilton was about to order the fighters to be
brought to headquarters, when the general rode over to
them.
Distance had somewhat misrepresented what was
taking place.
As Washington approached, he saw a patriot strug-

II6

The Usages of War.

gling with Crazy Dan, who was growling and biting
at the man savagely.
Others were trying to drag the . poor lad away, but
his strength was herculean.
"What is it? Have we no country to fight for?"
asked the general, sternly.
Dan heard the voice, and his hands fell powerless
to his side.
He looked up into the cold, grave face, and said:
"Dan know man spy."
"I am no spy; I am a patriot," exclaimed the accused, who had been bitten badly by the human dog.
"Spy, general, me know."
''Why do you accuse this man ?" asked Hamilton.
The crazy boy made no answer, but looked at the
general, and pointed significantly to the man's pockets.
The soldier's face flushed, and he hung his head. He
was ordered fo be taken into custody, and a courtmartial would investigate the charge.
"I know that man," spoke up Philip Underhill, stepping forward. "He is English."
"What if I am? Are you not all from the same
country?"
"Maybe so, but you are a friend of Deacon Field."
"And isn't Mistress Lucy a good patriot?"
The man was ready with his answer at all points;
he knew his liberty, perhaps his life, was in danger.
The general rode away, and Col. Hamilton ordered
the man to be searched. The poor fellow struggled,
but was overpowered, and conclusive evidence was
found on him that he was an English spy.
" Me know, cappen; spy me know," and Crazy Dan's
instinct had perhaps saved the patriot army.
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Held in safe custody, the spy knew that only a British victory t:1at day would save his life, and he was
afraid that such an event would not happen.
The soldiers under Cornwallis tried to force a passage across the creek, but were driven back with great
loss.
Sunset saw both armies resting, and once again
Philip Underhill received a warnmg to leave the patriot's camp.
"You can do more good away," said the general.
"Go; if you can reach Brunswick, do so, and report
when and where you can."
Calling Dan, the nateral, to him, Capt. Philip headed
for the scouts' camp.
They had to make many detours to escape capture,
but at last reached the rendezvous.
"Great Heaven!" exclaimed Philip. "Look! May
eternal disaster fall upon the British I"
The sight which had called forth the exclamation
was a terrible one.
Straight before them they saw the bodies of John
and Peter Harvey hanging from the branch of a tree.
"Great Heaven !" again exclaimed Philip. "Who
has murdered the poor boys?"

CH. PTER XVIII.
THE OATH OF VENGEANCE.

Philip Underhill's blood seemed to freeze in his
veins, as he saw tbe ,bodies of his friends hanging from
the trees.

;,
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"My brothe rs hange d, and now my friend s," he exclaimed aloud, and with his hand raised heave nward
,
he appealed to the Recor ding Angel to record his vow,
that never would he lay down the sword until these
deaths were all aveng ed.
Crazy Dan spran g forwa rd and caugh t the body of
Peter Harve y in his arms.
"Pete r gettin g cold,'' he said, and then gave a low
growl like a dog with a bone.
The growl recalled Philip to his senses, and he hastened to cut the ropes by which the boys were suspended.
With almost a girl's tender touch he laid the bodies
on the grass, and openi ng Peter' s shirt, he placed his
hand over the boy's heart.
Was it imagi nation , or did he feel a slight flutter ing?
Dan seemed almos t franti c with deligh t when Philip
told him that there was life in Peter, and that he might
be restored.
Leavi ng Crazy Dan to rub the arms and chest of
Peter, the captai n turned his attent ion to the other boy,
only alas! to find the body becoming rigid and cold
as
marble.
John Harve y, brave boy and hones t scout, a good
patrio t and an honor to his count ry, was dead.
"Is this war?" asked Philip. "No, no, there is a
chival ry in hones t war. It does not sanction murde
r
nor outrag e!'
And then the lad remem bered that he and his friends
were outlaws.
As scouts and spies they were liable to be hange d like
dogs whenever captur ed. They could not claim the
honors of war.

The Oath of Vengeance.

I I

9

"I will deal with them as they deal with me," he said.
"Cappen, cappen, speak, water!" exclaimed Dan, excitedly.
Philip left the dead, patriotic boy, to assist in reviving
the other.
"Cappen, me no fool," said Dan.
"Not at all, Dan."
Peter's lips were moving, a slight color was returning to his face ; and Dan was right-a little water
would do good.
Taking the natural's place, he sent him for some
water, and was engaged in reviving Peter, when he
heard the bushes part, and a wild scream pierced his
ears.
He rose to his feet, suspecting danger, and found
himself grasped tightly by Paul.
"Fiend!" yelled the newcomer. "Fiend! I'll have
your life !"
" What have I done ?" gasped Philip, almost breathless with exhaustion.
"Done! You are a ghoul. You and your nateral.
But, by Heaven! I'll kill you."
"Are you mad ?" asked Philip.
"No; but shall be, if you live another hour."
"What have I done ?"
"Done !" repeated Paul.
"Yes ; you are drunk or mad. Your brother may
die through your holding me like this."
Underhill had released his neck from Paul's iron
g rip, and was able to speak with greater plainness.
"And you want to kill him, as you have John."
"You are a fool !"
The young men struggled with each other; and
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Philip, though strong as a lion at most times, was
almost powerless. The telling and stirring events of
the week had undermined his constitution, and he felt
his strength giving way.
Paul clinched his adversary, and threw him to the
ground ; he drew his hunting knife and in another moment the tragedy would have been intensified, had not
Crazy Dan sprang upon Paul and, with a savage growl,
tore him away from the captain.
"Me kill you!" he said, between the barks and
growls.
Philip staggered to his feet, and dragged Dan away.
His first thought was about Peter, and to his joy he
saw the boy rise to a sitting posture.
"Captain !"
It was the first word the boy spoke, and his eyes
proved by their expression that he was overjoyed, not
only at his return to life, but at seeing Philip.
With lowered head Paul stepped forward, and
placing his hand on Philip's shoulder, said:
"If I have wronged you, I shall never forgive myself; if I was right I shall kill you."
"Do so, for I should deserve to die as a dog."
It was evident that Peter had something to communicate, for he kept moving his lips as if attempting
to speak.
''What is it, Peter?" asked Philip.
The lips moved, but not an articulate sound could
they make.
"Poor fellow ! I swear that whoever served you lil<
this shall die as carrion."
As the captain uttered these words, Paul looked L
him with eyes moist with tears.
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"Can you forgive me(" be asked.
"Yes. But try and curb your temper a little."
"Poor John! Phil-Capt. Philip, we have both
brothers to avenge. And as sure as the sun shines I
will follow thee to the ends of the earth to mete out a
terrible death to our brothers' murderers."
"Captain !"
It was Peter who spoke. He had partially regained
his voice.
"What is it?"
"The British--" and he paused.
It seemed that every word hurt his throat as he
spoke.
"Well?" asked Philip.
"Have - left - Princeton - to attack - the-the-general."
"You saw them?"
"Yes."
The voice was getting feeble, but the boy'! spirit
was strong. He pulled Philip down to him, and with
an effort managed to say:
"In-two dvisions-M aj. Ferg--"
"What of him?"
Peter could not answer.
"Was he with them ?"
The b_oy nodded an assent.
"Bulldog Ferguson here? I see it all. Was it he
who hanged you?"
There was no answer, and Philip repeated slowly,
a pause between each word :
"Did-Maj .-Ferguson -bang-you ?"
The boy nodded hfa .head, and with his hands made
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certai n panto mimi c signs which Philip easily
under stood .
"The n Fergu son order ed his men to hang you
and
your broth er?"
Anot her motion of assent.
Philip clasped his hands togeth er so tightl y that
he
fairly hurt himse lf.
He looked at Paul, and the glance was return
ed.
The looke d was expressive. It was one of hatre
d for
the Scotch officer.
Had Maj. Fergu son appea red upon the scene at
that·
moment, his life would scarc ely have been prolo
nged
while he could offer up a praye r.
But his evil caree r was not to be ended that
day,
altho ugh bloodhound s never followed a scent more
deliberately than did those scouts, who had such
a deep
debt to pay.
"Wha t becomes of our Leagu e of Five? " asked Paul.
sadly, as he helped to fill in the grave in which
his
broth er John was laid.
"It still exists ," answ ered Philip .
"B ut we are only four."
"The fifth lies there, and I, fo r one, will do doubl
e
share, and so fulfill his and our mission."
"Is, then, our broth er to be consi dered as if
with
us ?"
"He is."
P aul clasped Unde rhill's hand, shaking it heartily.
Peter murm ured an acquiescence, and the scene
was
most impressive.
"On your knees, boys! " said Philip, with solem
nity,
both of speech and mann er.
The boys knelt down , and Philip, takin g his hunti
ng
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knife in his right hand, held it above his head, while
he repeated, in slow and solemn manner, an oath of
vengeance:
"I swear," he said, "that so long as British or Hession soldier raises his hand against our general and our
country, so long I will neither know rest nor pleasure,
but will fight for liberty and my country. And I swear
that I will hunt to the death the murderers of my
brothers and my friend ! I swear it!"
The kneeling scouts were witnesses to the solemn
oath, but they were more than that, for each, except
Dan, who knew not the nature of an oath, swore the
same vow of vengeance.
Then they all turned their back upon the camp,
which had been such a tragic resting place for them,
and once more thought it their duty to return to the
army, and acquaint \Vashington with facts, learned by
Peter Harvey, which might be of great importance to
the patriot general.

CHAPTER XIX.
OUTGENERALED .

When the British were driven back across Assanpink
Creek, Cornwallis, with that hesitancy which sometimes
characterized him, determined to defer his attack on
Washington's army until the morning.
That hesitancy saved the patriots.
Had Cornwallis again forced the passage of the
creek, the patriot leaders might have been captured.

Outg ener aled .
Wash ingto n was in a critical position.
He was almost disheartened.
To attem pt to recross the Delaware was hazar
dous.
To retre at in any direction was to lose all that
had
been gained in the recent victory.
And yet to be beaten in battle mean t the utter
ruin
of the patri ots' cause.
All these thoug hts passed throu gh his mind
, and
made him wish for the quiet ude of Mou nt Vern
on.
But, even then, he was not inclined to admi t that
the
patri ots could be beaten.
He called a council of war.
Wha t a gran d council that was !
Wha t men ! Wha t soldiers !
They had implicit faith in their cause, and
the patriot' s arm is stron ger than that of the hireling.
Wash ingto n stood in the center of the group
, his
face almost stern · and cold, but from his eyes
there
flashed a soul which knew not fear.
He pointed out the dang ers and difficulties and
asked
advice.
Several of the officers spoke.
Ham ilton advised push ing forw ard across the
creek,
and unde r cover of darkness, attacking the Britis
h.
A map was sprea d on the table. It had been
draw n
by Wash ingto n himself, who was an engineer
by profession.
The different roads were pointed out, and hours
were
spent in the discussion.
Afte r every plan had been discussed, freely
and
fairl y, Gen. Mercer, who had been silent durin
g the
whol e council, suddenly rose to his feet.
"Gen eral and brother officers !" he said, "I am
weary
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of wasting time. Let the general decide upon a plan,
and we will show our confidence by carrying it out,
with ne'er a question."
The general's proposition was warmly received and
Washington was requested to formulate a plan of campaign.
"When midnight strikes," he said, "we will leave
this camp, make a circuit to the east-thi s way," pointing to the map and tracing the route with his finger,
"pass the British left flank and strike the detachment
at Princeton ."
"But we shall be seen," suggested one of the officers.
"We must not be seen. The road is clear."
All looked at this wonderful man, who seemed to
know everything. He saw the surprise, and for the
first time a faint smile was perceptible on his face.
"My ~cout, young Underhill, came that way."
"Do you believe all that fellow says?"
"Every word. He is too hot-headed to be deceitful.
Besides, I have another messenge r; that same idiot,
calle<l Crazy Dan, and he brought me a letter from
Mistress Lucy Field."
There was no further room for doubt, and Washington's plan was accepted.
Orders were given for the removal of the baggage to
Burlingt on at once.
And in order to deceive the British, the camp fires
were left burning along the banks of the Assanpink.
Everythi ng was done in a silence, the sentries walked
their beats, the guards kept the camp fires burning and
the drum beat the tattoo at the accustomed hour.
It was near sunrise that an advance guard suddenly
stopped and demanded :
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"Who goes there ?"
"A friend."
"King or Congress ?"
"Congress and Washington," was the reply.
"Advance."
And from the brush, which grew heavily by the side
of the road, Philip Underhill stepped in front of the
officer.
"I would see the general," said Philip.
"Indeed! and many more would like that same.
Why don't you join your countrymen like a man?"
On a coal-black horse sat Gen. Washington. He had
ridden forward as he heard the talking. He shirked
no danger nor feared a foe.
At a glance he saw the scout, and uttered a friendly:
"Come! Quick, for I know you have news."
Philip walked by the side of the general a few paces,
and then Washington dismounted, the better to hear
the scout's report.
Philip told of the murder of one of the League of
Five, ordered and carried out by Bulldog Ferguson,
and as he did so the general's face wrinkled into a
frown, and he muttered :
"'Twas murder, and yet-war sanctions it."
"Does war sanction the murder of children ?" asked
Underhill.
Washington smiled sadly as he replied:
"The last child murdered-poor Peter Harvey-did
more to harass the enemy than any dozen men."
"I know it, but I referred to my brothers."
"Still thinking of that? Well, it is natural. Where
is Ferguson?"
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The position of the Royal Scots was described, and
Washington grasped the youn<Y scout's hand.
"Your information may save our cause from ruin.
Your acts shall be remembered by a grateful country."
How gratifying were those words to the scout; but
what he prized more than all was the fact that the commander of the patriots' army had actually shaken his
hand.
The general rode back to his officers, and an impromptu council was held.
Orders were given to make a detour, so as to avoid
the Royal Scots under Ferguson.
Then the march was resumed.
When the sun fairl y rose above the horizon it revealed to the British sentries the fact that on the other
side of the creek the camp was deserted.
Cornwallis was furious.
He sent for Col. Burkman, and with angry voice
demanded to. know in which direction Washington had
retreated.
Burkman could give no answer.
"Your trained scouts and spies are of no account,"
said Cornwallis, furiously. "The rebel gets better information from that crazy nateral than I can get from
your well-dressed scouts."
"But, general--"
"Don't make excuses--send Tarleton here."
"His face--"
"His face be hanged ! By St. George! what do I
care about his well-cut face? He will fight like the
very devil-if only because he cannot charm the ladies."
The latter part of the speech was uttered to himself.
Col. Burkman had already gone to find Tarleton.
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When that officer entered· his commander's tent he
presented a sorry spectacle.
His face, cut into furrows with his own whip, wielded
by Philip Underhill, was nearly covered with strips of
sticking plaster, while a bandage encircled his forehead.
"Tarleton , Washing ton has gone."
"Where to?"
"By St. George! you fellows will drive me mad. Is
it not your duty to find out where the rebels are?"
Tarleton knew enough not to answer the genernl.
Cornwallis saw this and continued :
"The rebel has retreated. We will drive him back
to the woods. By St. George! but this is a great day
for England. What a fool that rehel was l If he had
stood his ground he could at least have died with glory,
but now-- What in thunder is the matter ?"
The question was addressed to an aide who entered
the tent, without his helmet, and in such haste that he
neglected to give the salute.
"General ! The rebels have gone."
"I know that, fool ; but where to?"
"Princeto n."
Both Cornwallis and Tarleton laughed, the latter
even disarrang ing some of the sticking plaster by the
wrinkling of his cheeks in laughter.
"Princeto n ! See now what fools I have around me?
Could the rebels get through our lines, sirrah? Was
there a road unprotec ted?"
"Even the eastern road is guarded by Maj. Ferguson and his Royal Scots," added Tarleton.
The aide looked wretched . He had heard the news,
repeated it and got well laughed at for his trouble.
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"What geese my men are !" exclaimed Cornwallis,
contemptuous1y.
"Yes, general !" assented Tarleton.
"By St. George! what is that?"
The deep boom of cannon reverberated through
the air.
Deeper became the roar.
Everything was now in bustle and confusion. T he
drums beat the call to arms and officers moved about
giving orders to their commands.
Washington had not retreated.
The truth dawned upon Cornwallis that the despised
"rebel" had outgeneraled the chief of the British army.
The cannons had given the first authentic news to
Cornwallis, for he refused to accept his aide's information .
Three regiments of British soldiers were leaving
Princeton by the Trenton Road to reinforce Cornwallis.
They were marching with flying colors when suddenly the patriots, under Gen. Mercer, met them and
a desperate fight ensued.
The British fought with desperate strength, but made
no material progress, until the order was given for a
deadly bayonet charge.
The British-famous at all times for their bayonet
charges-dashed forward, and Mercer's militia broke
line and fled in confusion.
Gen. Mercer, trying to rally his men, received a
bayonet thrust in his side.
He fell, mortally wounded .
. Another stampede occurred, when a boy dressed in
hunting garb, with white leather breeches and thick
hunting boots encumbering his lower extremities,
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sprang to Mercer's side, and seizing the fallen officer's
sword, cried out :
"Boys! Patriots! Remember Mercer."
The scout was transformed into the soldier, and
Philip Underhill fought with a fury akin to that of a
demon.
He was able to rally the men and hold them until
Washington arrived with the Pennsylvania reserve.
"Bravo, Underhill!" he said, with a pleasant smile
on his cold face. "But remember, if you are captured
they will hang you, as you are not a regular."
"I will take my chance, general."
The valor of vVashington never shone with brighter
luster.
He spurred among his men and rallied them at his
call.
He rode between the hostile lines, and reined his
horse within thirty yards of the enemy's column.
There he stood.
Around him flew the bullets like a shower of leaden
ram.
From both sides a crash of musketry came.
Washington sat on his horse unmoved.
The smoke cleared away and he was unharmed.
He gave his orders from a point almost within the
British lines.
Washington's aide drew his hat over his eyes that he
might not see his chieftain die.
The wind drove back the smoke, and there, unhurt,
was the sublime leader of the American armies.
The British were broken and flying in disorder.
On the field they left four hundred and thirty men,
while the Americans lost but a handful.
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The battle smoke had scarcely cleared before Crazy
Dan found Philip U nderhill lying under a pile of British dead.
The scout was unhurt save for the bruises caused by
the falling of the corpses on him.
Dan had news.
He had scented Ferguson, and found just where he
was located, and also made Philip understand that the
road to Morristown was open.
When Philip conveyed this news to the general,
Washington changed his plans.
He had intended pressing forward to .Brunswick and
destroying the enemy's magazines. His men were exhausted, and he feared the march.
The news brought by the nateral was just what he
wanted, and he took advantage of it by a march upon
Morristown, which place he reached in safety.

CHAPTER XX.
MARTHA FIELD'S SURPRISE.

When Lucy Field returned home, after being a second time liberated by the young scout, her father
became furious.
He was made of that stern stuff which characterized
the old Roman, who, with his own hands, executed his
son because he had violated the laws.
Deacon Field was a partisan of the English to the
backbone. He believed in George as the divinely appointed king. As such he had blended his prayers with
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others every Sunday for the success of the British
arms.
It was extremely annoying to him to think that his
daughter, Lucy, should be in favor of the "rebels," as
he delighted to call the Americans.
Martha pleased him, but Lucy was a thorn in his
flesh.
If he had dared he would have shot Lucy with his
own hand, but he dreaded the rebels.
He began to think that, after all, they might be victorious, and he wanted to live in the country, which
he could not do if he was too loyal.
So he contented himself with scolding Lucy, and
shutting her in her room until he could hand her over
to the British, and make them responsible for her fate.
Lucy had been in her room alone all that day and
most of the night when the door opened gently and
Martha entered.
"Hush!" whispered Martha.
She locked the door and drew down the shade, which
admitted the first rays of the rising sun.
"Hush!" She again gave the caution to her sister,
who was almost inclined to laugh at the dramatic manner in which Martha was acting.
"I have news for you, Lucy."
"Good news?"
"Yes. I have had a letter."
"From him?"
"Yes."
"Oh, show it to me, please do? Why did he not
write to me?"
Martha stared at Lucy, and mentally wondered
whether her sister had become insane.
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"Write to you? Oh, you wretched girl! It is a wonder he did not shoot you."
"Who are you speakin g about?"
"Col. Tarleton , of course."
"Oh!"
Lucy gave a long-dr awn sigh as she uttered the exclamation.
"Who were you thinking of?" asked Martha, angrily, her face red with passion.
"Philip, " whispered Lucy.
"The rebel I He is to be shot at once."
"Is he a prisoner ?"
"No, but he soon will be. My friend- the colone lsays so."
"But they must catch him first."
Martha laughed.
"That is easy. Why, do you know what the colonel
says?"
"No."
"He has asked me to marry him."
"The horrid brute!" ejaculat ed Lucy.
"And he says that you shall receive a free pardon. "
"Thank you. I am so grateful ; but when am I to
get it?" asked Lucy, with a sneer.
"You needn't sneer. The English flag will float over
every town in a mo1~th, as it does o'er yonder tent."
Lucy made no reply.
"You do not seem pleased at the offer I have received?"
"No, sister mine. I believe the colonel to be a bad
man ; but if you love him, and he loves you-we ll, you
will do as you please."
"Of course I shall."
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"When does he want you to marry him?"
"When the British are successful."
"Then you will die an old maid."
Martha laughed.
"You do not know all. Why, that rebel Washing ton
will be trapped in Trenton, and his head will be carried
on a bayonet through the country -the colonel says so."
The sun had not risen an hour when this conversation took place, and Lucy, more to turn the drift of the
conversation, looked from the window at the college
buildings.
As she drew up the shade, her eyes met a sight which
was so unexpected that she became hysterical.
She laughed and cried alternately, until Martha
really believed her sister had become insane.
But Lucy caught her arm and dragged her to the
window.
"Look I" she cried. "They will trap him in Trenton,
will they? His head will be carried on a bayonet
through the country ! Look, sister! Long live Washington and the Congress !"
As Martha looked she saw that the English flag had
been removed and in its place Washing ton's standard
floated .
Near by sat the general on his horse.
Once seen, his face could never be forgotten.
Martha turned sick. Her heart was filled with
hatred. Had she been possessed of a gun she would
have shot at \Vashing ton.
"Is it not glorious! " cried Lucy.
The girl threw open the window and shouted as
loudly as possible :
"Long live Washing ton I"

Martha Field's Surprise.

135

Then her aunt, patriotic Mrs. Hodge, repeated the
cry from a lower window.
Up the stairs dashed the deacon, his face the color
of a boiled lobster.
"Sirrah ! but we are done for. Lucy, you must save
us."
" What is the matter, father?"
"Matter, girl! Why, zounds! don't you know that
rebel, Washington, is here, and has defeated the British?"
"Has he? Thank Heaven !"
"You are blasphemous ! Is not the King of England
God's anointed? But I shall be shot!"
"You, father?"
"Yes ; did not that rebel let me leave Trenton on my
own parole? And have· I not helped the British against
him?"
The deacon fumed and swore-good man as he was
-but the occasion was an extraordinary one, and his
grief excusable.
"Lucy ! Lu-cy !"
"Yes, aunt; I am coming."
There was no pretense made of regulating the patriotic girl's movements now-in fact, she was mistress
of the situation.
She ran down the stairs, and fell in the arms of a
man who stood waiting at the foot.
She screamed with afright, but on looking up saw
the face of the scout, Philip Underhill.
He pressed her to his heart, and on her lips imprinted
a kiss, which told, as eloquently as words, that he loved
her.
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Her lover scout had broug ht a messa ge from the
gener al for her.
She was highly elated at the news, and when Philip
left her, there was not a happi er woma n in all
the
t:ountry round about.
Philip had to rejoin his friends, and take quite a
perilous trip, in the intere st of the patrio ts.
When within a couple of hundr ed yards of the place
appoin ted for the rendezvous, Philip was startle d
by
Crazy Dan sudde nly spring ing out of the thicke t and
throw ing his arm round the captai n's neck.
"Capp en ! they got him. Me no fool. Let me hang
him. "
"Wha t do you mean, Dan? "
The natera l only barke d, just as a pleased dog
would do.
He ran ahead, barkin g and growl ing altern ately,
until he met Paul Harve y.
"Welc ome, captai n!" exclai med Paul.
"You have a prison er?"
"Yes. Dan, the natera l, broug ht him in, and wante d
to bite him to death ; but we saved him, for we have
a
score to settle."
"Who is he?"
"Bulld og Fergu son."
Philip trembled. His blood seemed to freeze in his
body. The murde rer of his brothe rs and of John Harvey was at their mercy.
Die! Of course he must die. Why not?
"If he should fall into your hands , and you should
execu te him, don't let the gener al know. "
How came those words into his mind?
How well he remem bered Lucy utteri ng them.
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Then before his eyes there appeared the cold, stern
face of Washington, and he seemed to hear that voice
again:
"Private vengeance is murder. Let a man be tried,
and if found guilty, punished. Don't commit murder."
Paul watched the quivering muscles of his captain's
face, and remained silent.
When the camp was reached, Philip saw Maj. Ferguson tied to a tree, his hands pinioned to his side.
"At last!" exclaimed the scout.
"Yes, I'm in a pickle, but I knew it must come.
That ghoul"-pointin g to Dan-"was bound to track
me down. But I never meant to kill the children. I
wanted to frighten them, that was all."
"You did kill them," exclaimed Philip.
"I am sorry I did. I deserve to die, I suppose."
Was the man really penitent, or was it all a trick?
"You hanged me!" suddenly came from Peter, who
had not been seen by the prisoner before. "Where is
my brother?"
Bulldog Ferguson stared at the apparition.
"Great Jove!" he ejaculated. "These Colonists will
not down. Even their ghosts rise up to confront us."
"You die!" yelled Paul, overcome at the thought of
his brother's tragic death.
"Me bite him ! Cappen, me bite him !"
"Stand off! Dan, if you dare to touch him I will
kill you."
The scouts looked at Philip.
"He is my prisoner. He murdered my little brothers,
and I will have him know what vengeance is like."
"Will you hang him ?"
"No."
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"What, then?"
"We will hand him over to Gen. Washington."
"His life will be spared !" Paul interrupted.
"Perhaps so! But we shall not be murderers."
And the scouts knew that obedience to the patriot
general had overcome the desire for private vengeance
in the heart of the young captain of the League of Five.

CHAPTER XXL
COURT-MARTIALED.

No ordinary prisoner was Maj. Ferguson. He was
charged with crimes which could not, by any quibble,
be considered as acts of necessity.
Thus it was that the major felt his position to be far
from an enviable one.
He thought : What would be his fate had he been
on the opposite side and fallen into the hands of the
British?
No respite would have been allowed him; but he
would have been shot or hanged at sight.
Why, then, should he be treated differently by the
patriotic Americans ?
When Philip Underhill and the three scouts took
their prisoner to Morristown they feared that Washington would treat the major as an ordinary prisoner
of war, and, perhaps, exchange him for an American
of equal rank.
But they thought wrong; for, much as the general
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would have liked the services of an extra officer, he
was just.
A court-martial was ordered, and Col. Hamilton
was appointed its president.
When F erguson was told that a general court-martial had been convened his heart sunk within him, for
he knew that such a tribunal had the power, in all
countries, to order a prisoner's execution.
The thirteen officers sat in a semicircle, with a drum
in the center.
Col. Hamilton occupied a stool behind the drum.
\Vhen the guard brought the prisoner to the court he
took his place opposite the presiding officer.
Gen. Washington stood outside, a spectator, but
without interfering with the trial. It was evident he
felt more than a passing interest in its conduct.
Col. Hamilton struck the drum as a signal for order.
Washington stepped forward . His face seemed
chiseled from marble, and looked as cold as a block
of ice.
"Col. Hamilton and brother officers," he said, "I
have no intention of interfering with your work, but
necessity compels me to address you.
"The prisoner you are called on to try is entitled to
every consideration.
"If you can find for him any excuse, should the
charges be proven, do so.
"It will please me better if it can be proved that he
has not contravened the articles of war or violated its
usages .
. "Do not allow passion, sentiment or prejudice to influence you.
"Use extra care, because the charges will be made
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by those who have suffered, and yet have had the
courage and manliness to prefer the verdict of a court
rather than to avenge their own injuries.
"Act as men of honor, and remember that a republic,
such as we are establishing, can only succeed when
laws are administered with equal justice to the guilty
as well as the innocent."
There was a sublime grandeur about Washington as
he spoke.
Even the prisoner had to acknowledge it, and involuntarily stepped forward as if he would have liked to
touch the garments worn by "the noble Cincinnatus of
the West."
Washington left the court as quietly as he had appeared, and left the thirteen officers to their deliberations.
Then the assistant judge-advocate-general demanded
the entry of the record.
"Your name and rank?" asked Col. Hamilton.
"Maj. Ferguson, of the Royal Scots," was the prisoner's answer.
"The charge?"
The judge-advocate-general, after making the military salute, read the charge against the prisoner in a
deep, sonorous voice.
"Philip Underhill!" was called by the assistant.
The young scout stood forward and took the oath.
He was pale, and his lips quivered.
Capt. McGregor, an officer on Gen. Washington's
staff, had been appointed counsel for the prisoner, and
he now placed his hand to his head and saluted.
"I submit to this honorable court that the evidence
of this witness cannot be accepted."
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"On what ground?"
"He is, I am informed, a spy."
"Philip Underhill, what have you to say to that
charge?" asked the president of the court.
"That I am a spy, as the term is understood, I deny!
I am a scout, if you please, but not paid by the patriots.
I work as I please, and when hunting, if I see the
enemy of my country I reveal his whereabouts."
"Underhill, your testimony will be accepted if it can
be corroborated, not otherwise."
The young scout felt his heart grow cold, for who
would corroborate his evidence?
It was impossible to send to East Chester for witnesses, and Crazy Dan could give no evidence.
"What have you to say?" asked the judge-advocate.
"I was away from home," said the scout, "and when
I returned the creaking of the signboard which hung
from my house filled me with joy. I had three brothers
there-babies, almost. Young-so young, that they
even laughed with pleasure as the hated Hessians and
British passed by. They knew not that these same
men were the greatest enemies of their native land.
Children in years and knowledge, without one original
thought, and yet--"
The scout brushed away the tears from his eyes with
his jacket sleeve.
"They refused to give my name to-to-that man,
and he-he (sob) hanged--"
Not another word could Philip utter for a time until
he mastered his emotion sufficiently to answer Capt.
McGregor.
"Did you see your b~others killed ?"
"No."
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"Did you hear the prisoner give the order to hang
them?"
"No."
"Were your brothers alive when you returned ?"
"No. Their bodies were warm, but life was extinct."
"Then how do you know that Maj. Ferguson gave
the order?"
"I was told so."
"Who by?"
"William Bruns."
"Who was he?"
"A soldier, acting under the command of Maj. Ferguson."
"What promise did you give him?"
"Who?"
"Bruns."
"I do not understa nd."
"How came you to be his confidan t?''
"He was a prisoner."
"Oh ! And thought to save his life?"
" He was dying."
"Is he dead ?"
"Yes."
McGrego r had acted with wonderful skill in his defense of Ferguson , and yet all the time he would have
been perfectly willing to shoot his client on the spot;
but he kept back his feelings and acted justly and impartially.
"Have you any other witnesses?" asked the judgeadvocate.
Underhill called Crazy Dan, and told him to repeat
all he knew about th e boy's death.
"The nateral !" sneered Ferguson. "A human dog."
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Dan could not speak.
He opened his mouth and moved his lips, but nothing but a growl came therefrom.
Again he tried, and instead of words, there came a
succession of barks.
"This is no competent witness," protested McGregor.
The court was interested. The prisoner more so,
for Dan, finding he could not speak, enacted in pantomime the whole scene of the tragedy.
So vivid was it that Ferguson covered his eyes,
and at last cried out :
"Great Heaven ! Even a dog condemns me."
When Dan re-enacted the return of Underhill, the
members of the court sat spellbound.
It was vividly realistic.
Ferguson sprung forward.
"I did not mean to kill them," he cried, "I wanted
to frighten them."
"You ordered their execution, then ?"
The question was from Col. Hamilton.
"Yes."
"You confess your guilt?"
"I will confess everything or anything if you will
take that devil away !" exclaimed the prisoner, pointing
at Crazy Dan.
Maj. Andes, a member of the court, whispered to
his fellow members:
"The nateral is a witch and ought to be shot."
Andes was a Massachusetts man and had a devout
belief in witches.
The other members had outgrown that old-fashioned
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belief and superstition. He received, therefore, no encouragemen t from his fellow members of the court.
The acknowledgm ent of guilt in the case of the
Underhill boys ended that part of the investigation.
The other count in the indictment was clear, and
needed neither confession nor corroborative evidence.
Paul Harvey testified to returning and finding Philip
bending over the body of young Peter, and with husky
voice acknowledge d how he had misjudged the captain
of the scouts.
Then Peter Harvey was called.
He was like one from the dead.
He told of his capture, and with a clear, resonant
voice, repeated the command given by Bulldog Ferguson for his execution.
"When the rope tightened round my neck," he said,
"I felt as if my head was a woodshed, an' all the niggers in Jersey chopping wood in it. Then birds began
to sing, and crows cawed. I thought I fell into the
water, and I could hear the boats above me trying to
break through the ice. I heard no more, an' thought
I was a gone coon, until I opened my eyes ai:i' saw
the cappen standing over me."
That closed the evidence, and the judge-advoc ate,
with serious manner and cold, calm voice, demanded a
verdict of guilty against the prisoner.
Capt. McGregor then asked that the case should be
dismissed.
"On what grounds?" asked Col. Hamilton.
"In the matter of the Underhill boys, we have no
evidence."
"But, captain, the prisoner admits his guilt."

The Verdict.
"He was frightened into it by the nateral, who i1t
possessed of a devil."
"The court will consider that."
"As to the case of John Harvey, the sole evidence
comes from scouts or spies, whose words were never
accepted as evidence against a regular soldier, and
especially when that soldier was a commissioned
officer."
"That point shall also have due consideration."
"If the court pleases," said the judge-advocate, "the
testimony in the trial of Franz Kappellmann may be of
use to us."
"Who is Franz Kappellmann ?" asked Col. Hamilton.
"A private in the Tenth Regiment of Hessian soldiers fighting under the banner of George of England. "
"Let the trial proceed."

CHAPT ER XXII.
THE VERDICT.

Private Kappellmann took the place recently occupied
by Maj. Ferguson , and at once pleaded guilty.
He confessed that he had with his own hands placed
the ropes round the necks of the Underhill boys.
He had acted under orders.
"Who gave the order?" asked the judge-advocate.
"Mein Gott! The major mit the skirts."
"You mean the kilt?"
"Och, himmell ! Yaw !"
The witness was so confused that he spoke at random, and scarcely could make himself understood.
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Ferguson was brought back, and the Hessian pointed
to him.
"Yaw! that's him. Mein Gott ! but he was angry."
, The trial was over; and when the prisoners were
removed the thirteen officers remained in conversation
for several minutes.
Then one of the number drew up a paper to which
all appended their signatures.
Although not a word could be heard, Philip Underhill watched the actions of the members of the court
with anxious eyes.
In those steely orbs shone a light which boded ill
for Maj. Ferguson should he be acquitted by the courtmartial.
The members of the court appended their signatures
to a second paper, and a messenger carried both to the
general's headquarters.
There were a thousand onlookers.
Each wondered what the verdict would be .
.Not one in all that army wished for aught but a
death sentence.
War had blunted their humanitarian feelings.
The angel of love in their hearts had been driven
forth to make room for the devil of hate.
Ferguson and Kappellmann were direct opposites in
temperament.
The major was possessed of a flint-like nature. He
had faced death so often that it had no terrors for him.
But Kappellmann was no longer the soldier, he was
the man.
Forced by poverty into the army, he had been sent
away from his fmit to America, a country he had
scarcely before heard of ! He fought for a cause the
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significance of which he was entirely ignorant. All he
knew was that King George had hired so many Hessian
soldiers, just as he had armed Indians, to fight against
the Americans, who wished to govern themselves.
Hence, Ka:ppellmann was wretched. He trembled
with fear. Thoughts of his wife across the ocean, of
his children, of all his friends, caused the tears to fill
his eyes and roll down his cheeks. But while he suffered an agony of fear, the messenger was returning,
and the court was again called to order.
Col. Hamilton opened the first paper, and read:
"By virtue of authority, we have heard the ·evidence
for and against one Maj. Ferguson, late of the Royal
Scots, and have found that he had been repeatedly
guilty of acts contrary to the usages of war, to wit:
The banging of children whose years were below the
time when they could understand the principles underlying the struggle between the colonies and Great
Britain. We therefore decree that the said Maj. Ferguson shall be shot one hour after the approval of this
sentence by Gen. Washington!"
Then followed the signatures of each member of the
court-martial.
A solemn silence fell on all as the sentence was read.
Col. Hamilton made a pause, and looked straight at
the prisoner before he read the fateful words :
"Approved-George Washington."
Then the colonel took the second paper, and read a
like sentence of death against Private Franz Kappellmann.
But when he had finished reading he raised his hand
for silence, and in a more cheerful voice read :
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"Not approved! The private acted under the command of his superior officer; to disobey means death.
For this reason I disapprove of the death sentence, and
commute it to such other punishment as may be hereafter decided upon."
When Kappellmann heard the decision he jumped
in the air and danced like a madman.
He muttered some unintelligible words, laughed,
cried and shrieked.
At last he had to be removed because all thought the
sudden joy had unhinged his mind.
As for Ferguson he spoke not a word.
He looked at his watch in silence, and not a quiver
in his muscles could be observed as he mentally noted
how long he had to live.
Washington sat in his tent; he was troubled, for his
kind heart loathed the act he had just performed.
To order a fellow creature to be shot in cold blood
was repugnant to his finer feelings.
An aide entered and handed the general a slip of
paper.
Washington looked at the name written thereon and
read:
"Mistress Lucy Field."
"Admit Mistress Field," he said, as soon as he
read it.
Lucy entered and looked careworn and sad.
"Be seated, fair mistress," said the general, gallantly.
"And when thy weariness has waned thou shalt tell
me the object of thy mission."
A coquettish smile lighted up the girl's face as she
asked, naively:
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"And is it necessary that I shouldst have a mission
before I pay homage to my genera l?"
"Mistress Lucy, perchance Marth a-my ladywould be jealous if she didst hear thee."
Never before had Washin gton spoken in such a
strain, and even then it was easy to see that he wanted
to divert attention from his serious face and agonizing
though ts.
Lucy looked at the general and blushed.
She was inclined to be angry; for no though t of
making the Lady Washin gton jealous had ever entered
her head.
"I know that this terrible war has most unsexed
me," she said.
"No, no, Mistress Lucy; thy heart is as pure as any
maiden in thy dear land."
"Dost thou know, general, that one of the League
of Five is dead?"
"Even so."
"That John Harvey was murder ed?"
"Yes."
"Perha ps, then, thou knowest he who did the cruel
act?"
"I do."
"Then it was the same who killed the brothers
of--"
"Mistre ss Lucy, that blush tells the story of thy
heart. Thy scout is here."
"Here? "
"Yes. Within a few yards."
"And it was to ask where his destination was that I
didst seek thee-p artly."
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"Partly ?"
"Yes. I would ask thee, dear general, to spare my
father."
"Speak plainly, Mistress 1.ucy."
"My father is a prisoner, and ordered to be shot as
a spy."
"When? "
"As soon as thy signatur e is on the warrant ."
"Which it will not be-for thy sake."
Lucy fell on her knees, and seizing Washin gton's
hand bestowed on it many kisses.
"Rise, maiden! Kneel not to man. It is only the
Suprem e who is entitled to such homage."
Again an aide entered, saluted, and announced :
"Philip Underh ill."
The general smiled, Lucy blushed.
"Admit him."
When Philip entered he was startled t0 find Lucy
enjoyin g a tete-d-tete wit!. the general.
He saluted Washin gton, kissed Lucy and stood m
the attitude of "attentio n."
"General, I have come to ask a favor," he said.
"It will be granted , if possible."
"I ask that the life of Maj. Ferguso n be spared."
"You ask that?"
"I do."
"He killed your brothers ."
"I know it, general."
"He hanged your friend, a boy young in years."
"I know it."
"You made a vow to kill him."
"Yes ; but since he was tried and condemned to
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death I have looked at things differently. )pare his
life."
"I have approved the sentence."
"On my knees, general, I ask you to spare him. I
believe he was sorry he killed my little brothers."
"I ask the same boon from your hands," said Lucy
Field, in a sweet, supplicating voice.
"But the laws of war demand his death. Did I yield
in his case others would emulate his example. War
has nothing to do with the killing of women and children. Heaven knows they suffer enough as it is. Ob,
my God ! how long shall our homes be made desolate,
our wives widows, our children orphans, through this
dread scourge --war ?"
Washington had forgotten everything, his surroun dings, the supplication of the sweet maiden, the prayer
of the youthful scout, all were banished from his mind,
and he thought only of the horrors of war and wondered why God permitted it to exist.
He looked down, saw Lucy and Philip on their
knees and remembered.
"I am afraid I cannot. I saved the soldier's life, the
officer is--a-m urderer ."
"He may have a wife," pleaded Lucy.
"And children," added Philip.
"Leave me. You unman me," said the general.
"But hark you. Could I see any way to save his life
I would do so. But his crime is horrible. To kill in
war is bad enough, but to hang innocent childre n-it is
monstrous."
"Forgive him!"
"Never. "
"Save his life!"
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"'For my country's sake--for my sake--oh, general,
for your dear wife's sake, spare him."
"Leave me. What is done, is done."
Washington's blue eyes were filled with tears, but
he spoke calmly, as became the commander of an army.

CHAPTER XXIII.
"THE QUALITY OF MERCY IS NOT STRAINED."

The drums beat the "assembly," and the whole army
gathered in Morristown were arrayed on three sides
of a square.
On the fourth side stood a soldier, calm and dignified.
And yet that soldier was, in a few minutes, to die.
Maj. Ferguson, his hands pinioned to his sides,
faced death calmly.
·
The provost-marshal selected ten men to fire the
fatal volley.
The fifteenth man in each of ten regiments was
l!alled out and stood in line, twenty paces in front of
the condemned.
"Load!"
The powder, the wad and the bullet were each
rammed home in the barrels of the heavy muskets.
Then the provost-marshal rode to Col. Hamilton and
reported th at all was ready.
Hamilton, seated on a coal-black horse, rode to the
center of the square and dismounted.
The salute was given.
The standard bearer took his place imm ediately be-
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hind the colonel, and the provost-marshal stood slightly
in advance to Hamilton's right.
"In the name of the Colonies of America, free and
independent, and in the name of Congress. Gen.
Washington, having full authority committed unto him,
hath deputed me to declare the form and sentence of
the court-martial held by virtue of authority."
Col. Hamilton read the mandate in a cold, severe
voice, and in tones almost like thunder, in comparison
with his usual mild voice, he read the sentence of the
court, and gave the warrant to the provost-marshal to
execute.
There was silence while Hamilton rode back.
The drums beat the "call to arms."
Every man presented his musket, lowered it and
stood gazing on the solemn scene.
"Are you ready ?" asked the provost.
"I am !" answered Maj. Ferguson.
"Have you any wishes in regard to your friends?''
"No."
"Do you wish anyoue to be acquainted with the date
or manner of your death?"
"No."
"Do you desire to say anything before the sentence
is carried out?"
"With your permission, yes."
"Proceed."
Maj. Ferguson, with a wonderful calmness, raised
his head and tried to salute.
His hands were bound, and he was unable to do so.
"I have but a few words to say. I acknowledge the
justice of my sentence. I deserve to die. It is not war
to murder children. My temper overpowered me. I
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have only to ask that the relatives of the children I
killed will forgive me, as I hope Heaven will accept
my penitence. I have done."
"Sergt. Melros.e, blindfold the prisoner I"
"Spare me that indignity!" pleaded Ferguson.
"It is against the Jaws."
Not another word was spoken, and Maj. Ferguaon
submitted to be blindfolded.
The provost-marshal gave orders for three Yolleys
to be fired-the first and second in the air, the third to
be the fatal one.
It was an old-fashioned custom, and seemed cruel,
yet it gave the prisoner a few seconds more in which to
prepare for that dread tribunal from which there can
be no appeal.
"Ready!"
The command made every soldier quiver with emotion.
"Fire!"
Ten muskets sent ten bullets whizzing into the air,
and sent ten times ten shiTerings through each man
there assembled.
"Load!"
The thud of the ramrod as it drove home the bullets
sounded horrible.
"Ready!"
The word fell down upon the silence, the sun seemed
to hide its face behind the heavy clouds.
"Fire I"
The clouds grew blacker, and as the smoke rose from
the barrels of the muskets t:be cold, stately figure of the
condemned Scotch soldier stood like a statue itt the
misty atmosphere.
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"Load!"
Again the soldiers performed their work with mechanical precision. But with a difference.
It was the duty of each man to send a bullet straight
into the body of the condemned.
The firin g in the air had dimmed their sensibilities
somewhat, and like machines they made ready to slay
a fellow man.
''Ready!"
What a thrill passed through every person there on
that fie: ~1 !
Tlw sc..ldiers presented arms, and awaited the order
to s en c~ a human being into eternity.
At that instant a shrill voice was heard.
"Stay! In Heaven's name, stay I"
E-very eye turned, and all saw Lucy Field running
from the direction of the general's tent, and waving a
paper in her hand.
The provost-marshal called the soldiers to order and
raised his hand, preliminary to giving fhe fatal command.
Col. Hamilton rode forward.
"Stay until Mistress Field arrives."
"Attention I"
The colonel rode to meet Lucy, and from her hand
received a document.
"By virtue of the authority vested in us, I., George
Washington, have granted an answer to the supplication for mercy, made by Philip Underhill, Paul Harvey, Peter Harvey and Mistress Lucy Field, and hereby
order that the prisoner, Maj. Ferguson, shall be respited during the pleasure of Congress. You will take
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such precautions as shall prevent his escape, and the
Congress will indemnify you and all concerned."
111e colonel's face was filled with a glad light, as
he read the tespite, for the execution of even a criminal
was loathsome to him.
After Philip had left the general Lucy had returned
to Washington's tent and with a boldness not often
possessed by so young a girl, had entered, and once
more importuned the general.
This time she added to the significance of the appeal
by taking with her both Paul and Peter Harvey.
So that all the wronged ones had joined in the
prayer.
Her supplication was successful, and, rightly or
wrongly, Washingto n changed the order of the courtmartial and reversed his own decision.
When Col. Hamilton reached the square he whispered ·to the provost-marshal, who at once ordered the
removal of the handkerch ief from the prisoner's eyes.
Hamilton read the general's order, and while a few
were pleased, the majority felt that justice had miscarried.
Amid all the discontent there was a feeling, spontaneous and sincere, that the young scouts had shown
a grandeur of soul out of the common run.
When Capt. Stead saw bow the men felt he stepped
forward, and raising his cap called for "three cheers
for the League of Five!"
The uproarious cheering seemed louder than the
roaring of artillery, but it was feeble when compared
to the shouting which greeted the name of Lucy Field.
When the cheering had subsided orders were given
for the men to retum to their quarters.
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Maj. Ferguson had stood like a statue during the
whole proceedings.
Did he experience pleasure at the saving of his life?
If so he did not express it.
His arms were unbound, and he, who had been within
a few seconds of death, walked forth, under parole, a.
free man, save for his word of honor.
When the last regiment had left the field the provostmarshal went to receive Col. Hamilton's instructions
regarding his late prisoner.
Ferguson spoke not a word. H is face was wan and
cold, but his steel-gray eyes glittered with a strange
Jight.
He felt a slight tap on his shoulder and turning saw
Paul Harvey.
"You have nothin' to be scared about with us," said
Paul, "but if you vally your life a copper penny, keep
oot o' the way of Dan, the nateral."
Paul gave the warning in a friendly manner, but the
very mention of Crazy Dan was too much for Ferguson.
He trembled violently, and with a sudden impulse
shouted to the provost-mar shal :
"I would rather die than be haunted through life by
that human dog."
He turned quickly and without giving time for prevention, snatched a pistol from Paul Harvey's belt.
A loud report, a puff of smoke, and Major, commonly called Bulldog, Ferguson, lay on the green
grass, dead by his own hand I
Retribution had overtaken him, and his crimes had
sent him, a red-handed suicide, to his Maker.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE DEACON'S DANGER.

DeaCDl!l Field was a most miserable man.
He was a prisoner.
The American army had captured him, and in his
possession were found some very compromising documents.
A court-martial was called-rendered necessary by
the fact that the deacon had a commission in the British army.
The trial c9mmenced, and witness after witness testified against the deacon.
His very religion had been used against him, for
he had prayed in public, with noisy declamation, for
victory to perch upon King George's banners.
There was no alternative--guilty the court must pronounce him.
He knew it, and he feared two things-Gen. Washington' s anger and Lucy's fervent patriotism.
Martha was furious . She accused her lover, Col.
Tarleton, of cowardice.
"These farmers," she sneered, "to rule us! It is
awful."
Then she became calmer, and thought there might
be a bright side.
"He will marry me when the war is over. Let the
silly people go-I would, if I were King George; they
will soon repent. But I shall be Col. T arleton's wife,
and shall live in England. It will be better than this
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old Jersey, where every farmer wants to be a king. I
shall be presented at court, while sister Lucy-oh , I am
ashamed of her !"
So soliloquized this American maiden, whose sympathies were with the British.
Then she thought of her father.
"Poor old dad I But they dare not hurt him. No!
Even that rebel, Washing ton, would not be safe if the
deacon was killed."
"Did you call Washing ton a rebel, Niece Martha? "
asked Lucinda Hodges, who had been u:iwittingly a
listener to Martha's loudly uttered thoughts .
"Yes, aunt, I did, and I hate him."
"Martha, Martha, I tell thee that Heaven hath raised
up an American Moses, who will lead his people."
"To the wilderness," added Martha, with a sneer,
"the wilderness and death. Were we not happy before
this fellow led the people astray?"
"Thou art too young, Niece Martha, to understan d
these things."
"I am older than Lucy."
"Yes, niece; but whilst thou wouldst be attending to
thy household affairs, Lucy would be reading and talking."
"And is it not better, aunt, for a girl to be able to
spin the wool, and make the cloth, than to be gadding
abottt talking with men about things she does not
understa nd ?"
"Perhaps so: but what .of thy father?"
"He is safe."
"Safe I"
"Ay, even so! They dare not hurt him."
"Dare not, child ?"
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"I said dare not. Is he not a deacon?"
"But in war that counts not."
"And is not King George able to look after his
friends?"
"King George could not save thy father."
"Who can, then ?"
"Washington."
"That rebel! Why, he dare not hurt my father. He
himself will be hanged, and his head carried to England and placed in the Tower of London, as that of a
traitor."
·
"Who told you that nonsense?"
"Col. Tarleton."
"Thy colonel romances. Believe me, niece, dear, the
general of the Continental Army will be more likely to
dictate terms to King George."
"I will not believe it. Heaven is just."
"That is so ; and it is but just that our people should
rule themselves-- Hush! some one comes."
The door opened slightly, and the face of Philip
Underhill appeared.
"Mistress Hodges, I have tried to make you hear
but failed,'' he said; "so, perforce, I had to open the
door."
"Thou didst right. What news, brave boy?"
"Glorious."
"Indeed!"
"Yes, Mistress Hodges. The patriots are everywhere victorious. Gen. Cornwallis has been driven
back to Brunswick and Amboy. In a few days Jersey
will be free from British and Hessians."
"Indeed, and that is good news."
"I'll not believe it. The brave colonel would have
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told me! No, no! thou art a liar, Philip Underhill!"
exclaimed Martha, excitedly. "Yes, a liar, like all thy
friends."
The young scout smiled, and asked:
"What colonel didst thou mean ?"
"The brave Tarleton."
"He is a prisoner."
"A prisoner? Oh, I cannot believe it! It is a lie!
Say so, good Philip! For Lucy's sake, tell me it is a
lie--a lie !"
"Alas! it is no lie, but the truth. But fear not, he is
safer than when he is fighting; he will be well cared
for, and--"
"Cared for? Why, I heard that the farmer rebels
fed their prisoners on rattlesnakes and poisoned the
water they drank."
"Thou speakest foolishly. It is even about that same
prisoner that I have visited thy aunt."
"What of him?"
Philip turned to Lucinda, and in a tone of respectful
deference addressed her.
"The general commanding sent to know if thou
couldst find some one who would entertain some British
officers, of whom Tarleton is one."
"I can take three myself."
"They will be guarded by Continentals, and shot if
they attempt to escape."
"I can take, as I have said, three. Hast thou seen
my niece, Lucy?"
"She is now in Princeton, and wants to see her
father before she sees Gen. St. Clair."
"On what business?"
"Is not the deacon in danger?"

The Deacon's Danger.
"Danger? Oh, no!" exclaimed Martha, excitedly.
"Well, Samba, what is it?"
The colored manservant was mopping his face with
a great red handkerchief, though the weather was far
from warm.
"Oh, Lor', missus, sure an' sartin, missy, dey hab
done it."
"What?"
"Massa Field to be shot dead! Oh, Lor', missy,
don't 'ee take on so. De good deacon'll be in glory
bimeby."
Martha shrieked, but Lucinda Hodges retained her
presence of mind, and asked the young scout to find out
the cause of Samba's excitement.
Philip was away but a few minutes.
When he returned he told Aunt Lucinda that the
court-martial had condemned th e deacon to be shot, and
Gen. St. Clair had approved the findings."
"Shot! Will he be shot?"
"Undoubtedly."
"But you can save him, you and Lucy," pleaded
Martha.
"How?"
"Your Gen. Washington--"
"Is powerless."
"What do you mean? Speak, or I shall go mad.
My father to be shot because he was true to his king?"
"No, Miss Martha, but because he was a spy, and
had committed the great crime of breaking his parole."
"But Washington will save him."
"Gen. Washington has no power. The deacon was
tried by an ordinary court-martial, and St. Clair has
supreme power in Princeton."
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"I will see him. You shall go with me. If you refuse--I will kill you."
"Martha, thou hast taken leave of thy senses."
"I will go."
"Then I go with thee!" asserted Aunt Lucinda,
positively.
Arthur St. Clair was seated in a professor's room in
the college, which he had made his headquarters , when
he was surprised by an announcement that two ladies
awaited his pleasure.
The Scotch general was a lover of the fair sex, and
his eyes danced with pleasure.
Of short stature and rotund body, Gen. St. Clair
was not by any means handsome.
His thin lips, generally tightly pressed together,
showed an innate cruelty, while his eyes possessed that
peculiar, steel-like expression which denotes obstinacy.
Mistress Lucinda Hodges and Martha Field entered
the room, and were at once favored with seats.
St. Clair never took his eyes from Martha.
Although forty-three years old, he possessed a boyish gallantry, and imagined himself absolutely irresistible.
"When the sun shone this morning I thought me of
old Caithness, my boyhood's home, for there the sun
shone so brightly ; but now I think of paradise as I see
a heavenly light from bright eyes."
Lucinda took no notice of the s~ech, but Martha
blushed.
"I am Mistress Lucinda Hodges-my husband is the
principal of this college."
"Ah! And is this lovely damsel thy daughter?"
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"No, she is my niece, the daughter of one, Deacon
Field."
"Field-Field? Where have I heard the name?"
The general thought for a few minutes and passed
his fingers nervously through his hair. All the time he
looked straight into Martha's eyes.
"Strange coincidence-I have just ordered a scoundrel to be shot-a very devil-excuse me, ladies-a
man without honor-oh, he deserves to die-and die
he shall-but as I was saying-a strange coincidence.
I remember me, his name is Field."
"My father!" said Martha.
"What?"
"Deacon Field is my father."
"By the Holy Rood, you are mistaken; such a hardened villain, a scoundrelly spy, a creature who broke
his parole. No, you are mistaken, such a lump of sin
could nev~r be the father of so much beauty and goodness."
"It is true, general," said Aunt Lucinda. "Much as
I deplore the fact, for I am a patriot, whilst the
deacon--"
·
"Is a villain and is to be shot."
"Save his life. Oh, on my knees I ask thee," said
Martha, supplicatingly.
"It is beyond my power."
"For your own father's sake."
"Nay, Mistress Field, if thou didst say for your own
sweet sake, perchance I might, and yet war is a cruel
taskmaster, and I, as well as every soldier, must obey."
"For my sake!" she commenced.
"Ah, Mistress Field, I have heard that thou hatest
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the patriots, and lovest King George. No, I cannot for
thy sake even, unless--"
"What?"
" Nay, see me again and I will tell thee."
An aide entered and handed a sealed letter to the
g eneral.
Asking permission, with an excess of gallantry, he
opened it and read :
"To MAJ.-GEN. ST. CLAIR, Commanding, Princeton:
"GREETING: F4RC2R T13NG4 4DR21 S4NS
D2F2R 1N7S2N T2NC2 4ND21 C4NF32 LD5NT
3L3S 22745.
GEORGE wASI-IINGTON
"General."
J

Folding the letter and placing it in his pocket, he
turned to the ladies :
"I can make but one promise, let Mistress Martha
Field call on me at the same hour to-morrow, and I
will confer with her."
When the ladies had gone St. Clair took the letter
from his pocket.
"By St. George! but she is a pretty girl. I will make
her smile on me before I save her father. By St.
George ! I will. What does the general mean ?" and he
translated the cypher partly aloud:
"For certain good reasons defer any sentence on
Deacon Field until I see you."
St. Clair read the dispatch over many times, and then
summoned his aide.
"Who was the bearer of this dispatch?"
" Mistress Lucy Field."
"'Oh!"
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The aide saw the general was not pleased, and wisely
made no further remark.
But not many minutes elapsed before the aide again
entered bearing a special dispatch from Gen. Washington, commanding St. Clair to proceed at once to
New York, and from thence to Ticonderoga, where he
was to take command.
St. Clair was furious, for he anticipated some pleasant love passages with Martha Field; but duty must
be performed, and the order had to be obeyed.
The same messenger brought a note for Philip
Underhill, asking him to proceed through Jersey, across
the Hudson to Albany and on to Ticonderoga, sending
faithful cipher dispatches by members of the League of
Five whenever possible.

CHAPTER XXV.
THROUGH THE FORESTS.

The expedition undertaken by the League of Five
was not only dangerous, but was over entirely new
ground.
But Capt. Phil knew not the meaning of danger. He
got the general's map, and made a sketch of two different roads. When this was done he gave instructions
to Paul and Peter to travel by one route, while he and
the nateral would go by the other.
A hundred and fifty miles had been traversed by
Philip alone, for Crazy Dan, though useful for hunting,
and not to be excelled as a scout, was no compa11y.
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The dangers through which the poor crazy creature
had passed, instead of brightenin g his intellect, seemed
to have had the opposite effect, and many a day would
pass without him uttering a word.
Connected sentences were far beyond the limit of
his mind, and none but Philip could understand his
gestures.
The hundred and fifty miles had been the hardest
Phil had ever traveled. He had been compelled to
swim rapid streams and dodge Indians.
The British gave him but little trouble, but the Hessians were more like bloodthirsty tigers than men, and
every stranger was only fit to be baited to death, in
their opinion.
The Iroquois Indians were plentiful in the country
he had reached, and it required all his cunning and
sagacity to dodge them.
Their knives were sharp, their tomahawk s meant
death to every paleface within reach.
"I wonder if Paul will be there as soon as we shall?"
Philip said to Dan.
The crazy lad nodded his head, and commenced gathering together dry sticks and brush.
"Bravo, Dan !" exclaimed Phil, for he had no idea
the nateral would remember the signal agreed upon.
The two ways were about the same distance, and the
scouts agreed that, when they reached certain points,
they would each light a signal fire.
That point Philip had reached.
Below spread out the lovely valley, dotted with small
clusters of houses.
Old Mount Defiance stood there frownin~ on the
pretty Lake Champlain, and Fort Ticondero ga looked
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strong enough to resist any attack which might be
made upon it.
The hill from which Paul was to signal was about
four miles from the opposite hill across the valley.
No sign of any fire was visible.
When Dan got together his heap of brush and leaves,
Phil threw upon 11he top a quantity of pine boughs and
other evergreens, so as to make a big smoke, without
much blaze being seen.
"Cappen !--cappe n ! smoke !-big smoke!" shouted
Crazy Dan, waving his arms about wildly.
Looking in the direction indicated by Dan's gesticulations Philip saw a signal fire on the hilltop opposite
to him.
Quickly seizing a pine branch he waved it through
the smoke several times, causing the dense cloud to
separate and spread out.
The signal was understood, for the smoke on the
0pposite hill adopted the same freaks .
The fire was quickly smother ed, and Philip commenced his descent into the valley.
He had not gone far before he met an old hunter,
who presente d a formida ble appeara nce.
"B'ar ?" he exclaimed, as ~ planted himself square
before Philip.
"No."
"Wolf? "
"No."
" 'Possum ?"
"No."
"\Vhat consarn ed varmint air you huntin' ?"
"None, my friend."
"Friend , eh? P'raps you'll call me ekal next."
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"Why not?"
"You may be peart, younker, but let me obsarve that
for huntin' b'ar, 'possum or Injun, there ain't my ekal
anywhar."
"I don\ noubt it. Tell me, are there any Injuns
'bout here?"
"Waal, I'd smile. fojuns-the woods air thick with
'em."
"Well, good-day, my friend."
"Not yet, younker ; I'll know you better before I let
you go, so thar."
"What do you want to know?"
"Waal, I want to know ef it is true thet Gineral
Washington is licking the darned Britishers."
"Yes."
"I'm an old hunter, I am, an' thar ain't my ekal anywhar, but thar's no sence in tellin' me a lie, so, younker,
s'arch your mind an' tell me, is it true that the patriots
air winnin' ?"
"Yes ; true as that Mount Defiance stands yonder."
"Then, by the etarnal you air my friend, an' ef you
ken hunt as well as you talk, why, I'll bet my old gun
you'll live to be my ekal."
The old hunter slapped our scout on the back, and
was quickly out of sight in the woods.
P hilip knew not what to make of it.
The man might be a Tory, and if so, he would soon
send a pack c ·' he human hounds on his trail.
But if he was a Tory, why did he not kill Philip on
the spot?
Crazy Dan evidently liked the hunter, for he had
expressed approval by certain signs more doglike than
1., urnan.
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"Say, younke r l Air you goin' to Mount Defiance?"
The hunter had returne d and the question asked so
suddenly startled Philip Underh ill so that he could
make no reply. The hunter seeing this, added:
"If you air a friend of Gineral Washin gton you air
my friend, an' I only wanted to tell you that Injuns are
yender an' will scalp you quicker 'n a flash."
"Thank you for the warnin g."
"Shall I go with you?"
"No, thank you."
"Waal, you may be peart, but ef you can get throug h
them Injuns I 'll be 'siderable surpris ed."
The hunter once more left, and Philip prepare d to
continue his journey .
He knew that every step was fraugh t with the greatest danger, and that his life was too valuable, just
then, to risk too much on adventu re.
For nearly a mile the two scouts crept along slowly
and cautiously and the captain was congra tulating himself on the success of his underta king, when he heard
an ominous breakin g of the brush and underg rowth.
Philip was lying behind a great bowlder, and was fearful of even raising his head.
But it was necessary to take the risk, and with the
greates t caution he peered into the wood in front
of him.
Not a hundre d yards away stood five Iroquois.
They were in full war paint, and well armed with
hunting knife and tomaha wk as reserve weapons, while
each carried a good rifle for present use.
They seemed satisfied with their observation and,
crouch ing down, started in Indian file to the place
where Philip had lighted his signal fire.
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Underhill knew that he had but little chance to escape, for even if not then discovered, the Iroquois would
follow his trail and quickly overtake him.
To make matters worse, Dan was in one of those
peculiar moods, when he seemed entirely unconscious
of all going on about him. At such times he was worse
than useless.
There was no time to deliberate, for a series of loud
whoops told him that he had been discovered.
He crouched down, motioning to Dan to imitate
him, and dragging his rifle after him, he hurried along
as fast as he could.
Whiz!
A bullet passed through his hat and grazed his
scalp.
"That was a near touch !" he said, crouching lower,
just in time to dodge another bullet.
"Tamation take it!" he exclaimed; "it shall never be
said that Philip Underhill did not send as good as he
received."
He straightened himself up, raised his long-barreled
rifle to his shoulder, and with remarkable coolness
fired.
He had taken aim at an Indian about a hundred
yards away, but another Iroquois had crossed in front
of his rifle, and received the bullet.
It crashed through his copper-colored flesh, and
without a groan he sank to the ground, dead . .
Again Philip fired, and a second Indian bit the dust.
A perfect shower of bullets fell around him, but with
rare good fortune he escaped them all.
"If Dan were any good," thought Philip, "we could
make a fight for it."
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He started to run in the direction of the fort he
wished to reach.
One Iroquois was gaining rapidly upon him, and
Philip turned to meet his assailant.
The Indian drew his hunting knife, and was about
to throw it-a feat which they could accomplish with
unerring accuracy -when with a growl, Crazy Dan
leaped on the savage, and buried his teeth in his neck.
The Indian struggled , but Dan held on with such
tenacity, that when at last Philip had with the butt
of his rifle brained the Indian, Dan held a piece of
human flesh, several inches long, in his teeth.
He had literally torn a pound of flesh from the
Indian.
"Bravo, Dan!" exclaimed Philip, just in the same
manner as he would have said "Good dog!" to a fourfooted animal.
Dan fawned upon the scout, and his teeth, wet wiili
the Indian's blood, gleamed in the sunlight.

CHAPT ER XXVI.
IROQUOIS FIENDS.

The rifle firing and the whoops of the Indians made
our hero's position a very unenviable one.
As he expected , the Indians swarmed round him, and
the old hunter was right, for the woods did seem full
of them.
"We must get through them, Dan," said Philip; "we
must fight, but win we must."
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Dan did not understand a word, save perhaps that
he knew by instinct the import of the speech; but he
fawned round, barking and making noises expressive
of pleasure.
A sudden darkness obscured everything, and Philip
knew he was in for one of those heavy, spring thunderstorms which are so terrible in the forest.
He pressed on for a few yards, when a sudden flash
from a gun warned him that danger was still near.
A stinging sensation in his arm told him that the
bullet had grazed his flesh ; but no very serious damage
was done.
Again and again the rifles were fired, but Philip
reserved his ammunition until he was able to see where
to fire.
"Dan I" whispered Philip, but received no answer.
"Dan ! Come here, my boy !"
Again there was · no answer, and the scout almost
feared that the poor fellow had been killed.
But the idiot was alive and doing good work.
He had crawled along, and tripped up more than one
Indian, burying his teeth into the flesh in every case
where it was possible.
It was hard fighting against such a foe , for the Iroquois had never met such a creature. He seemed to
bear a charmed life; but his teeth were as poisonous
as a rattlesnake's fangs.
Very few recovered from his bite.
A few savage whoops told Philip that something
.more than ordinary was vexing his foea.
How he wished that Paul was with him, then there
would be some chance of a successful fight.
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But Paul was miles away, and perhap s m as great
danger .
The clouds were breaking, and the thunde rstorm
had passed over.
The sun began to shine again, and a rainbow
spanne d the sky.
How glorious it appeared !
But Philip had someth ing else to do besides gazing
at the beauties of nature .
Before him he saw two Indian s, their faces lighted
up with savage pleasure.
One of them, he found, wore a portion of the British uniform, and Philip realized that before him were
savage s who had been hired by the Englis h Government to destroy the liberties of the Americans.
\Vhate ver compunctions he had before, none found
a resting place in his conscience now.
Raisin g his rifle he fired deliberately, and sent a
bullet crashi ng throug h his enemy's skull.
Before he had time to reload, the other Indian
sprang upon him, and seized the barrel of the rifle in
his hands.
A life in the forest and mount ain had made Philip
considerable of an athlete, but he knew that the Indian
was the strong est man.
The Iroquois whooped, and from his eyes there
flashed a light of ferocious courage.
How each tried to wrench the rifle from the other's
grasp!
They twisted and twirled, jerked and wrenched, but
both kept a tight grip on the gun.
From side to side, up above his head then down to a
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level with his knees, did Philip force the rifle. The
Indian uttered not a word, but retained an iron grip.
It was easy to see that Philip was getting exhausted.
What with the long march, and the fatigue consequent
theron, the fight with the Indians, and the want of rest,
the scout knew that his strength would not last long.
He braced himself for a final effort, and gave his
adversary several advantages, making him believe that
the end was near, and that the paleface's scalp would
soon hang from his belt. The Iroquois grew excited
and warm. This was just what Philip had been working for. The Indian became careless, and the paleface
doubled the gun over with such terrific force that the
Iroquois had to let go, or his arms would have been
broken.
The Indian fell to the ground, and Philip raised his
gun to brain him, when he found himself seized by
a pair of arms, which _held him so tightly th~t he could
scarcely breathe.
"Dan !" he cried.
"Dan !"--his voice was weaker.
Why was he not killed?
He could not see who was grasping him, but from
the numerous grunts he guessed it was an Indian.
He tried to twist round, but failed.
"Paleface die !"
The voice was close to him, and he knew his fate
was sealed.
"Dan!"
But Dan was unconscious. The boy had been felled
by an Indian and left for dead.
Any time would do to get his scalp, so he had been
left where he fell.
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A few words, of a language Philip did not understand, were uttered, and a dozen Iroquois surrounde d
him.
He was tied with green willow withes, and, when
powerless, his captors took away his hunting knife and
rifle.
"Whitefac e die. Fleet-o'-the-foot say so."
Many a time had Philip heard of the renowned chief,
called "Fleet-o'-the-foot," and he had heard that never
had the chief been known to show mercy.
Philip murmured a prayer, for he believed his last
hour had come.
The Indians danced round him, and every tremor
of pain which shook his body caused them to shout
with pleasure.
The scout remained silent.
They should never be able to say that he asked for
mercy.
He wondered whether he would be killed with knife
or tomahawk , or whether he would be burned alive!
The last was his only fear.
He had a horror of fire.
VVhen his heart was beating feebly-sca rcely any
life in its throbbing s-and just as he had resigned himself to his fate, a bullet whizzed past him, and he saw
an Indian leap in the air and fall back dead.
His blood coursed more quickly then.
There was a hope for him still.
Another bullet passed him, but that -came from an
opposite direction.
"'Tarnatio n, younker, but I was afeered the Injuns
'ud be too much for you, an' darn me ef I could stand
it, so here I am."
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The old hunter sprang like a deer into the midst of
the Indians, slashing right and left with his gun, which
formed a formidable club in his hands.
"Git up, younker ! By the 'tarnal, he's tied!"
"Captain, are you all right?"
The voice was that of Paul Harvey.
Philip opened his eyes-for he had fainted-and
saw Paul and the hunter standing over him, and looking with eager eyes at his pale face.
"Where is Dan?"
Philip had no thought for his own troubles, but
wanted the faithful idot who had followed him so
closely.
"Where is Dan?"
"I will find him, captain, if he is above ground."

CHAPTER XXVII.
nNJCK

d

THE WOODS~

"Where is Dan?"
Philip Underhill kept repeating the question, as
though the whereabouts of the idiot was the only thing
which troubled him.
"The nateral ain't afar off," said the hunter, soothingly, for he feared that Philip's mind was affected.
There was no doubt that Dan had been killed.
But the scout was not satisfied.
"If he ain't afar, why don't you fetch him?"
The old hunter followed the trail back to search for
Dan, and in half an hour his search was rewarded.
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Dan had been stunned by a blow, and two Indians
had fallen over him, dead.
The crazy lad was almost suffocated, and was entirely unable to move.
When the old hunter found him, Dan was struggling
to get free.
The strong muscles of the hunter were soon at work,
and the heavy bodies of the Indians removed.
"Cappen Phil?" exclaimed Dan, as soon as he recovered sufficiently to speak.
"Is safe, younker."
"Good! Cappen is Dan's friend an' master."
"Come to him, then."
The hunter pulled Dan's hand over his arm and supported him along.
When the place was reached where Philip had been
left, the hunter whistled softly to himself.
"Waal, I'm jiggered! I left the younkers here, an'
they hev gone."
He looked round, and was for searching for a trail,
when a laugh startled him.
Hunter as he was, he acknowledged himself at fault.
The laugh was distinct, but he could not tell from
whence it proceeded.
Standing with his back against a big tree, he was
more surprised than ever when a hand seized his hair.
He turned suddenly and saw Philip and Paul hidden
in the tree, which was so hollow that its bark made
a complete shell.
Dan was overjoyed at finding Philip alive and well,
and he fawned round him, doglike.
The old hunter watched the little party with sympathetic eyes.
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"'Pears to me," he said, "thet I oughter to be with
you younkers."
Philip looked at Paul, who returned the glance.
"We wish to reach yonder fort, " said Paul.
"I kin take you thar."
"But--"
"See here, younkers, you may be peart, but you ain't
hunted b'ar an' 'possum nigh unto thirty years, an' I
hev."
"We are not hunting."
"N aw ! I guess you hev bin hunted."
And the old hunter laughed.
"I know you are a good friend," said Philip, "but
"by what name can we call you?"
"Name! I am Nick o' the Woods to all about here.
I guess I war called Nicodemus for short."
"Have you been here thirty years?"
"More'n that. But I'll tell you a story."
"Do so, Nick."
"Waal, when I war a younker about six years old,
a tarnation Britisher killed my dad an' sold me to the
Senecas--"
"Sold you?"
"Yah ! the Britisher got a lot of terbacker an' other
things for me. But, oh, my! didn't I hev to work!
Waal, when I got old enough, I ran away, an' for thirty
years hev hunted in these woods, ha tin' every Inj un,
an' every Britisher like pizen."
"Give me your hand! It shall never be said that
·Philip Underhill rejected the offer of friendship."
"Under-hill, did you say?"
"Yes, that is may name."
"Thet air sing'lar."
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''Why?"
"I knew a chap-a real good hunter of b'ar, but he
lived at East Chester."
"At East Chester?" asked Philip, in surprise.
"Yahl He war a good chap. Nearly an' ekal of
mine. His wife--"
"Yes, what of her?"
"War called Priscilla--"
"Yes!"
"Kind o' interested, eh, younker ?"
"Yes, go on."
"Waal, she was a fine woman--"
"Did you know her?"
"Reckon I did, seein' she was a young aunt o' mine."
"Stay just there. You told us, Nick o' the Woods,
that you were sold to the Senecas when you were six
years old, that your parents were killed--"
"Waal ?"
"How was it your relatives did not take you?''
"I see what you air drivin' at. You air right smart
an' cute. I'll tell you all about it. It war true what
I told you . . But didn't I say I runned away? Waal,
I didn't get a chance to hunt up my folks for years, an'
then I runned up ag'in a man who was nearly my ekal,
an' he told me his wife war Priscilla-- An' that
man war Philip Underhill, of East Chester."
"My father and mother."
"What ! Aunt 'Cilia your mother?"
"Her name was Priscilla Underhill, and she had a
nephew, Nicodemus."
"Younker, you air smart, an' thet's a fact. We are
kin. Let me see, you air my nephew."
"No, we are cousins."
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"I tell you thar air strange things in this here world,
now ain't thar ?"

For an hour the party spent its time in reminiscences
of the Underhill family.

Suddenly Philip aroused to a sense of the importance
of his mission, and asked :
"Where is Peter?"
"Guess he's in Fort Defiance by this time."
"Good. If Cousin Nick will go with you to Camp
Washington, I will go with Dan to Defiance, and from
there will join you at Washington."
In this way the party was divided and the journey
resumed.
Taking the advice of Nick o' the Woods, Philip
made a considerable detour, and escaped the Indians.
When within a couple of miles of the fort, however,
a small band of Tories stopped him and demanded his
surrender.
"Surrender! Who to?" asked Philip, bravely.
"To King George."
"I Am not an Englishman," answered the scout.
"No, but you are King George's subject."
"Well, if I am, why should I surrender?"
Instead of answering, half a dozen rifles were
pointed at him and Dan, and Philip knew that resistance was useless.
"Put down those ugly things," he said.
"Do you give in?"
"Yes."
The next moment the captives were surrounded by
the Tories and a number of Seneca Indians, who
seemed almost to spring up from the ground.
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"Waal, younker, you've failed this time," said one of
the Tories.
"Failed !"
"Yes, we know you," said another. "\Ne heard of
your coming and watched for you."
"I feel honored."
"And now that we've got you, we are honored."
The speaker, a man of education and refinement, was
evidently the captain or leader of the little band.
He was about Philip's age, but of more slender build.
"Who do you take me for?" Phiµp asked.
"Rebel Washing ton's messenger."
"Indeed !"
"Yes ; it is no good denying it. Hand out your
papers."
"Papers -what has a hunter to do with papers?"
"Well, we shall search you."
"Do so."
At once a strong, powerful man stepped up to the
scout and commenced to search him.
The young scout made no resistance, knowing it
would be useless. The search was most thorough ,
and not a single scrap of paper could be found.
"Strange !" muttered the Tory.
"Is it?" asked Philip. "Guess you mistook your
man, eh?"
"No. We know you."
Philip laughed, and his captors got furiously mad.
"Give us the papers."
"Find them."
"Curse you, we will make you give up the letter to
Gen. St. Clair."
"Is St. Clair here?"
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"No, stupid, he is at Defiance."
This was news to Philip. He had been told that St.
Clair was to take command at Ticonderoga, but had no
idea that the change would be effected so soon.
"You surprise me," said Philip.
"Ha, ha, ha!" laughed a young Tory. "We will
surprise you still more. Won't we, cap ?"
"Perhaps."
"There is no perhaps about it. We will send his ears
to the renegade traitor, St. Clair, and slit his nose,
just to make him look pretty."
"You are facetious, Fleetwood," said the captain,
smiling at his comrade's speech.
"Not at all, cap. You are true blue, and will never
let a spy escape."
These Tory Americans were far worse enemies of
the patriots than the English themselves. Being traitors to the best interests of their country, they tried to
outrival the British in their ferocity.
Philip neither hoped for, nor expected, any justice,
let alone mercy, from these men.
With a grim heroism which was peculiar to his
nature, he suppressed all signs of fear, and stood passively awaiting his fate.
Crazy Dan had been bound with cords, but had suffered no further indignity.
The nateral, however, was possessed of considerable
cunning, and very quietly set to work to gnaw through
the cord encircling bis wrists.
This accomplished , his liberation was easy.
But he quietly kept the fact of his freedom from his
captors, and laid quietly in the position in which he
had been placed.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
A SIREN'S POWER.

Peter Harvey, when alone, began to feel of more importance than he had ever done before.
He differed in appearance from his brothers ; not
only in appearance, but in nature. He was cruel and
vindictive at times, whereas Paul was of a forgiving
disposition.
Peter received a commission from his brother, and
fully meant to fulfill it without any delay.
But he reckoned without his host.
On the road skirting Lake Champlain, he met with
an adventure which placed valuable information in his
hands.
It was night, and Peter wanted to snatch an hour's
rest.
He had not been taking his ease more than ten mintttes when he heard the sound of carriage wheels.
Listening to their approach, he became not only
curious, but interested.
An old lumbering coach came along, and when it
was nearly opposite Peter's resting place its occupant
gave a scream.
"A girl!" muttered Peter, fearful that the least noise
might betray him.
Another scream, followed by a pistol shot, was too
much for the young scout.
He cautiously peered out from his hiding place, and
in the very dim light saw two I roquois Indians trying
to drag some one from the carriage.
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A third Indian was on the box of the coach holding
the driver by the throat.
This was more than Peter could stand.
With an unerring aim he fired at the Indian on the
box, and before the others could recover from their
surprise, he had dashed forward and plunged his knife
into one and grappled with the other.
The combat was a short one.
Youth and strength were aided by the fear which
overtook the Indians, and three dead bodies testified
to the prowess of the young leaguer.
Peter opened the carriage door and saw a dead man
lying huddled up at the feet of a girl, who was unconscious.
"By my pilgrim ancestors !" exclaimed Peter, "but
isn't she lovely? Here, old cuss, help me."
The last exclamation was to the driver, who was
slowly recovering from his fright.
The old man climbed to the ground and saw Peter
pulling the dead body from the carriage.
"Oh, my poor master!" groaned the driver.
"Yes, he ain't much account just now, I guess," an&wered Peter Harvey.
When the body was on the roadside the scout asked:
"Who is he?"
"Sir Charles Ludlum."
•oh l And--" Peter pointed to the carri:>ge.
"The Lady Alice Ludlum."
"Flis daughter? "
"No."
"Sister?"
"No, wife."
Peter stared as if an In<liaa was about to attack him.
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"But she is young -a mere child --"
~es! Oh, sir, don't talk about her-w hat will
she
itay ?"
That was just what Peter was thinking.
Sir Charles Ludlum, it was rumored, was the bearer
ai special dispatches to the Englis h Anny in America.
P erhaps he had some about him. If so, Peter knew
lie was in luck.
Fortun ately the coachman was one of those poor,
illiterate Englis h servants, who worship anyone with
a title, and natura lly expected every person to share
such worship.
The tender sympa thy shown by Peter convinced
the coachman that the Lady Alice Ludlu m was perfectly safe in the championship of the scout.
Peter searched the pockets of tko dead baronet, and,
to his g reat joy, found some really valuable papers, one
being addressed to Lieut.-Gen. Burgoyne.
The lady .recovering consciowmess, Peter stepped up
to the carriage.
"Oh, my preser ver! how can I thank you?" she said,
sweetly.
"I only did what any man woukl," answered Peter,
proudly, and then tried to break the news of Sir
Charles Ludlu m's death.
"Poor , dear fellow!" and Lady Alice sighed.
Peter could not help exclai ming:
"You are so young ; I could scarcely believe he was
your husban d--"
"Of course not. It was absurd ; I did not want t@
marry him ; but they made me. He was a good fellow, but he was killed, and there's an end of it."
She spoke lightly, but it was clearly the result of a
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strong will, which would not allow a stranger to read
her heart.
"Whither were you journeying ?" asked Peter.
"Sir Charles wished to reach SL Johns before morning."
"And you?"
"I must find my uncle, Gen. Burgoyne, at once."
"Why?"
"I am alone; besides, I have papers for him."
The Lady Alice evidently was unused to the ways of
a state messenger.
"And where is Burgoyne?"
"He is to be at St. Johns in two days, if all is well"
"That is if the Continentals will let him."
"The Continentals I Oh, )"OU make my lips forget
my sorrow, and I laugh even when my heart is sad."
"Why do you laugh?"
"The Continentals, as you call them-the rebels, as
Sir Charles would say-will be whipped into the sea
in a few days."
"Will they?"
"Yes, indeed they will. I have papers with me--"
She stopped; and Peter, with ready tact, ch.a.nged the
course of conversation by observing :
"Do you know who killed Sir Charles?''

"No."
"The Iroquois."
"I don't understand. I thought they were on the
side of England--"
"So they are; but they killed your husband."
"Where are we going ?"
The carriage was going slowly, according to instructions given by the scout.
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"Did you not want to reach Gen. Burgoy ne?"
"Yes."
"Then trust to me."
For an hour the carriage rolled on, while the occupants were silent.
Death always makes the mind sad, even if the deceased has been an enemy.
The Lady Alice had treated the death of Sir Charles
lightly, but still she grieved.
Hers was a sad story. She had been left an orphan
when but a year old, and had been taken by a poor
relative. Her life had been one of drudger y, she often
having to work in the fields.
She had always been led to believe that Gen. Burgoyne was her uncle, but in reality he was no relation,
Alice's mother being but a foster-sister of Lord Bingley's son.
When Burgoy ne's foster-sister died, the general refused to further recognize Alice, until after her marriage to the wealthy diplomat.
The marriag e was not one of love--she was bought
by him.
Sir Charles Ludlum , passing along the road, saw
Alice in the field hoeing potatoes.
He called to her, talked kindly, and found out she
was an orphan.
He found her foster parents.
"If I give you one hundred pounds, will you let me
have Alice?"
Certainly they would, and right pleased they were
with the bargain.
So Alice Chivis was sent to school for a year, and at

A Siren's Power.
the expiration of that time became Charles Ludlum's
wife.
The whole story of her life flashed through her mind
as she sat in the carriage facing the scout.
"I never loved him !" she thought; "then why should
I grieve? A touch of this young man's hand awakens
a feeling I never experienced before."
All which goes to show that Alice Ludlum was almost heartless so far as her husband was concerned.
"Where are we going ?" she asked again.
"Lady Alice," said Peter, softly, "I am a Continental."
"You?"
"Yes; and you are my prisoner."
"Do the Americans make war on women?" she
asked, with a sneer.
"No. You shall go safely to Gen. Burgoyne if you
give me the papers you have for him."
"And if I refuse?"
"Then they will be taken from you, and you will
be detained until the war is over."
"Could you be so cruel?"
"Madam, this war makes men do things they would
never entertain at other times. Will you give up the
papers?"
"No."
"Then my duty is plain--"
"I begin to believe you killed Sir Charles-- "
"Think what you will of me. I may deserve it, but
I must do my duty."
The coachman knew not where he was going.
He followed the instructions given by Peter, and
before he knew it the fort of Ticonderoga wa~ reached.

A Siren's Power.
Lady Alice trembled as the carriage stopped.
She bad confidence in the scout, but her fears were
aroused as she knew and realized her position.
Gen. St. Clair had just taken the command, and
Gen. Schuyler was ready to start for Fort Edward, •
which was to be his headquarters.
Craving an audience of St. Clair, Petet waited with
anxious expectation.
The general with fatal hesitation delayed sending
for the young scout.
Peter got mad.
He returned to Lady Alice, and again urged her ta
give up the papers.
"If I do S(') ?" she asked.
"You go perfectly free."
"Your name ?"
"Peter Harvey."
"I will ever remember you, Peter-le t me call you
so, will you not ?"
"Yes, Lady Ludlum. "
"Call me Alice."
"Alice."
The name fell with softness from Peter's lips.
He raised the young widow's hand to his lips and
kissed her fingers.
"Can you not go with me?"
"I cannot."
"Do, or I shall not feel safe."
Peter could not withstand the witchery of those eyes,
and the siren had him bound in fetters strong.
In his pocket he carried two passports, both signed
by Gen. Washington, insuring him safe passage
through the Continental lines.
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The duplicate was given, in case he lost one.
"I cannot go with you," he said, "but I will give you
safe conduct wherever any Americans are to be found."
Lady Alice handed to Peter the documents she carried, and in exchange she received a passport through
the patriots' lines.
Fatal gift!
She was young and easily -influenced.
That autograph of Washington passed into the
hands of Gen. Burgoyne, who gave it to a spy.
St. Clair, Schuyler and several others were defeated
l>y that one little piece of paper won from Peter Harvey by the dazzling beauty of a girl's eyes.

CHAPTER XXIX.
CRAZY

DAN'S

HEROISM.

Philip Underhill felt that it would be as much nse
to command the sun to refuse to shine, as to ask for
even justice at the hands of these Tories.
Left alone for two or three hours, he tried to think
of a means to escape, but his hands were tied too
tightly, and the soldiers kept such watch over him that
escape was impossible.
Only once did the surveillance relax.
And that was when a carriage drove past.
The Tories stopped it, and to their surprise found
its occupant to be a young· and beautiful woman.
She was weeping as she was handed out of the car~
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riage; but her tears were wiped away when she recognized the British uniform.
"I am English," she said.
"Your name ?"
"Alice-La dy Alice Ludlum."
"Sir Charles- -"
"I am his widow."
"Widow?"
"Alas, yes ! he was basely murdered by Indians."
"And you?"
"I was rescued, but only to be treated worse thaa if
I had been killed."
The captain of the Tories stared at this young siren,
who could talk so calmly of a great calamity.
"My sufferings have almost unsexed me. I hate the
Continentals, though one of them rescued me from the
Indians."
"Rescued you ?"
"Yes. I am on my way to my uncle, Gen. Burgoyne. I had dispatches to him from England. They
have been taken from me, or I should have been a
prisoner."
"You gave them up?"
"Yes, to save my life."
"Better to have died than do such a disgraceful
thing!" ejaculated the Tory captain, with a great show
of patriotic bravado.
"It is easy to say so; but I am young, and"-sob -"oh, my heart"-so b--"will break"-so b.
"Be comforted. It was terrible for one so young to
face such an ordeal."
"The enemy cannot read the dispatches!"
"Were they in cipher ?"
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"Yes. And I only have the key."
The captain had considerable curiosity, and so
wheedled round the young widow that she gave him a
verbal key to the cipher.
The last word had scarcely been uttered before the
captain suddenly remembered his prisoner.
"He has heard every word," he said, "but he dies.
He is a spy, a scout, one Philip Underhill."
"A friend of my rescuer, who was called Peter Harvey."
"He dies. I am more than ever determined."
"Save his life, for my sake."
"No, Lady Alice, I cannot; but as you feel so much
interest in him, I will order him shot at once, so that
you can see the dog die. It will be some consolation."
"No, no, no!"
"Well, if you don't care for the pleasure, we will
spare him until to-morrow."
The speakers moved away, and Philip was distracted.
If only he could obtain his liberty!
But he felt it would be an absolute impossibility.
Two things were clear to him-Pet er Harvey liad by
some means obtained valuable documents intended for
Gen. Burgoyne, but they were valueless without the
key to the cipher, and that, by accident, Philip possessed.
But one thing was also certain, the band which had
captured him would surely take his life.
Philip felt almost disheartened. He had resigned
himself to his fate, yet longed for freedom. It seemed
that just when he could be most useful to Gen. Washington he was to be cut down.
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The sentries marched to and fro and Philip could
scarcely move.
The sun was shinin g brightly in his face, scorching
his skin and makin g his eyes smart.
He asked one of the sentries to place some coveri ng
over his face.
It was his first and only request, and the villainous
Tory not only refused, but spat in his prisoner's face,
to show his contempt for a patriot.
That indign ity made Philip 's blood boil, and roused
all the warlike spirit in his nature.
The Lady Alice had gone. A foragi ng party had
been organi zed and sent out, and the little band of
British partisa ns numbered not more than six.
Again and again did Philip strain at the cords by
which he was bound, but withou t loosening them the
slightest.
One of the sentries seemed drowsy, and after several ineffectual attemp ts to keep awake, he succumbed,
and fell asleep.
His companion sat looking moodily at the fortun ate
sleeper.
About thirty yards away Crazy Dan was lying on
the ground , appare ntly resigned to meet the death
which awaited him.
So certain were the Tories that Dan was secure,
that they left him withou t any special guard.
Dan turned slightly, and was able to see that one
of the soldiers was asleep. That was his opportunity.
Gliding throug h the grass as stealthily as a snake,
Dan managed to get close to the soldier withou t attractin g the slighte st attenti on.
Even Philip had not heard a sound.
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The idiot cautiously raised himself on his hands and
feet, and, like a cat, sprang on the astonished sentry,
and buried his teeth in the man's neck.
The soldier fell over without a groan.
The other slept calmly.
With a sharp knife, plucked from the dead soldier's
belt, Dan cut the cords which bound Philip, and then,
without waiting for permission, buried the knife cleac
to the hilt in the sleeping Tory's breast.
"Cappen free! cappen run!" whispered Dan.
There was no need to give the advice.
Philip was on his feet in an instant, and clasped Daa
in his arms.
The faithful creature had once again saved his master's life.
The captain of the League of Five was stiff. His
limbs had been bound so tightly that the blood was
stagnated .
But time was precious.
Instead of going in the direction of Fort Washing ton, Philip felt it would be safer to make for Fort
Edward.
Taking the path through the woods, he ran with the
swiftness of a deer, and was closely followed by Dan.
They had escaped so quietly that the Tories, camped
in their tents, had not heard them go.
But it was not likely they could get far before the
alarm was raised.
A loud shout from the camp told them that their
flight had been discovered.
If only they could manage to reach the dense wood,
they might yet escape.
Philip ran as he had never done before.
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Crazy Dan had difficulty in keeping up with him.
Nature becomes exhauste d even when life is at stake,
and the scout was compelled to stop.
Breathin g time of a few minutes was all he dare
take.
As it was, he could distinctly hear the voices of his
pursuers .
A bullet whizzed by his head.
That was sufficient warning. Again he started on
the run.
Instead of reaching the wood, he had taken a wrong
path, and found himself nearing some rocks.
To make a detour was now impossible.
There was nothing but to stand with his back to the
rocks and fight to the death.
"At least I will die with my face to the foe!" he said.
Crazy Dan pulled Philip's knife from his belt, and
stood looking at his pursuers as they approach ed.
A knife in each hand, he looked more like a burlesque villain than aught else.
"Surrend er!" shouted the leader of the Tories.
Philip had no intention of doing so, but he was determined he would not be the only one to die, therefore
he wanted to get breath to nerve him for his last encounter.
He held a white handkerc hief above his head.
It was a signal of truce.
"Surrend er!" again cried the Tory.
"If I do, what will be my fate?"
"I refuse to answer."
"Am I to be shot?"
"You are a spy," was the answer.
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"Answer me. I am near my death, perhaps, therefore answer. If I surrender, will my life be spared?"
"You are a spy and must die."
"Then why should I surrender? "
"Because it is better to submit to one's lawful king."
"I recognize no king. I am a. free American, owing
allegiance only to the Congress."
Philip laid aside his white flag, and with a ring of
defiance in his voice, shouted :
"If I have to die, I will meet my God fighting the
foes of my land."
With which words, he fell back to the rocks and fired
his rifle.
The shot sent one of his pursuers to the dust.
Half a dozen shots whizzed through the air, but not
one touched the scout.
Then his pursuers rushed forward .
Six could easily capture him.
Crazy Dan would be useful now with his knives.
But Dan had not been idle.
He had found a crevice in the rocks, and a heroic
idea took possession of the small mind he possessed.
"Cappen, run," he said, hurriedly.
Philip saw his chance, and knew that the way was
so narrow that one man was as good as a hundred
in defending such a position.
"Come, Dan !" he shouted, as he entered.
"Yes, cappen. Meet Dan there!" and the idiot
pointed to the sky.
Philip did not realize the significance of the speech.
He ran, and wondered why he was not pursued.
On the other side of the rocks, hurrying as rapidly
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as they could go, he saw his cousin, Nick o' the Woods,
and Paul Harvey.
Where was Dan?
The brave boy had stood at the entrance of the
crevice, and with his knives had kept the pursuer s at
bay.
When Philip, Nick and Paul returned , they saw poor
Crazy Dan's body, hacked almost to pieces.
But by him were four of the Tories.
The others had fled.
Philip could not keep back the tears.
Dan had given his life for his friend.
What greater love could man show than did this
poor idiot?
His body presente d an awful spectacle.
Scarcely a semblance of humanit y was left.
Gashes, from sword cuts and knife thrusts, had reduced the body to a mere mass of flesh.
Yet that poor, quiverin g flesh was all that was left
of a true hero, even if in life he had been classed as an
idiot.
"The League of Five!" murmur ed Philip.
"Still lives," answered Paul, as he pointed to the
dead body of Crazy Dan. "For his sake-fo r John's
sake-w e three will fight all the harder against the
enemies of our land."

CHAPTER XXX.
THE KEY TO THE CIPHER.

Gen. St. Clair stormed like a madman.
"You scoundrel !" he shrieked at Peter Harvey.
"What wrong have I done?"
"Wrong? What right had you to allow that wench
to escape ?"
"Wench, general?"
"Ay, wench! What if she is the Lady Alice Ludlum? I would have held her--"
"The patriots make no war on women," the scout
answered, with dignity.
"Women!" yelled St. Clair. "I tell you when a fiend
in petticoats becomes a spy she should be scragged
without mercy."
St. Clair, as we have said, was almost beside himself.
Peter Harvey was safe from his vengeance, for he
was under the direct protection of Washington.
He could afford to listen to the Scotch general, and
yet remain calm.
St. Clair had met Alice Ludlum a few weeks before
she was married, and had been smitten with her
charms.
She had spurned him, not because she disliked the
Scotchman, but simply because she had been bought
by the diplomat, and she would be loyal to her purchaser.
But St. Clair had only been paying a visit to England, and when he returned to his adopted country, he
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threw himself heart and soul into the cause of the
patriots, and tried to forget the sparkling eyes of Alice
Chi vis.
But those eyes were too bright to be easily forgotten,
and when Peter Harvey told him how near the widow
had been to him the Scotch general became furious.
"General," said Peter, "I offered her as your prisoner."
"You scoundrel ! what right had you to release her?"
"Every right."
"I deny it. You shall be court-martialed."
"No, general. I am not a soldier, only a poor scout,
and--"
"Perdition!"
St. Clair was trying to read the dispatches taken
from Alice Ludlum, but he grew confused.
They opened right simply, but after a few lines St.
Clair saw clearly enough that there was a hidden
cipher, and he had not the key.
"Can you read these?" he asked Peter.
"No."
"Zounds! boy, but had you kept that she spy, I
would have rung her neck if she hadn't given the key."
"Perchance she had it not."
There was something very tantalizing about the way
and manner in which the young scout acted, and the
Continental general turned his powers of wrath on him.
More exasperated than ever, he ordered Peter into
close custody until he could think over the best way to
rid himself of the scout.
Peter chafed under his bonds. He had done his
duty, and for that was being punished.
He knew how vindictive St. Oair was in his anger,
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and any moment he might be shot. The officer could
justify himself to his superior. War allowed such
latitude, and, moreover, the scout was not a soldier,
and could be shot down at any time without trial.
But while Peter was grumbling, the other members
of the League of Five were hastening to the fort to
work his deliverance, though they did not know he
was in peril.
"I would see Gen. St. Clair," said Philip Underhill
to the sentry.
"Of course."
"Let me pass."
"I will not."
"See here, younker, you air peart, but my cousin here
is pearter, so let him pass."
"Who are you ?"
"Don't 'ee know Nick o' the woods? By thunder,
but your eddication has been neglected."
Philip was eager to pass through the lines, so produced his passport bearing Washington's signature.
The sentry saluted and allowed the party to pass.
"I 'magine this younker is pearter than you, eh?"
said Nick, as he passed the sentry.
An orderly stood before the general's door, and to
him Philip communicated his wish to see the general.
The orderly laughed, and handed the s-:out over to
an aide.
"What is your name?"
"Philip Underhill, of East Chester."
"And yours?"
"Paul Harvey."
"Do you know Peter Harwy ?"
"My brother."
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"By the pilgrims, this is good ! So you are a scout
as '"'ell, eh?"
"What do you mean?" asked Philip, eagerly.
"Peter Harvey dies before sundown."
"Eh?"
"I spoke plainly. So you can keep him company."
The aide ordered a guard to be set over the three
scouts, while he saw St. Clai.r.
The general had become calmer, and ordered Philip
to his presence.
"Well, sirrah ?"
"I believe one Peter Harvey is here," said Philip.
"What of it? Are you in comma nd?"
"No, genera l; but I wish to know his whereabouts."
"He is under guard."
"What wrong has he done?"
"I will answer to ·Gen. Washin gton, and no other."
"Did he convey to you any secret dispatches intended for the British Burgoy ne?"
"Sirrah , you ought to be a catechist."
"Answ er me, general. In the name of Congress,
I ask an answer ."
"What if he did?"
"Because I have the key."
"You? "
"Yes."
"Give it to me."
"I have orders to report to Gen. Washin gton."
"I am his representative."
"Libera te Peter Harvey ."
"I will not."
"Then I will report the finding of the key to Gen.
Washin gton."
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St. Oair sent an orderly for Peter Harvey.
When the scout entered, he stepped forward and
embraced Philip.
"Captain, I am rejoiced."
"Stand back!" ordered St. Clair.
"Peter, did you meet Alice Ludlum?" asked Philip.
"I did."
"And got some dispatches from her?"
"Yes."
"Where are they?"
"I gave them to Gen. St. Clair."
"By what right? I am your captain, and you should
either have taken them to Gen. Washington or given
them to me."
"I know it, Capt. Philip, but they were important."
"But the key?"
"I don't possess it."
"I do."
Philip told of kis capture and escape-how he had
overheard the lady give the reading of the key to the
young officer of the Tories, and then with tears in his
eyes, he told of the heroic death of Crazy Dan.
St. Clair listened to the narration, and the good in
his nature came to the surface.
He shook the hand of the captain of the League of
Five, and then offered his apologies to Peter.
The dispatches were read, and St. Oair saw that
every minute was precious.
They instructed Burgoyne to descend by way of
Quebec, where he superseded Sir Guy Carleton, into
New York. His plan of campaign was to include a
march upon Albany by way of Lake Champlain, Lake
George and the upper Hudson.

204

The Key to the Cipher.

From Albany he was to descend the river to New
York, and unite his forces with those of Cornwallis.
By this means New England was to be cut off from
the middle and southern colonies, and the whole country placed at the mercy of Lord Howe.
So confident were the British authorities in England
that no resistance of any moment would be offered,
that they even fixed dates at which Burgoyne should
reach various places.
It was to be a triumpha nt march.
All this was conveyed in the dispatches taken from
Lady Alice.
"My scouts are worthless," exclaimed St. Clair.
"Why so?"
"On the fourteenth, Burgoyn e was to be at Crown
Point. It is now the sixteenth, and his movements
have not been announced."
"He may not have reached there."
"Of course he has not-bu t-- Well, what is it
now?"
An aide had entered and brought to the general a
package of dispatches.
Hastily opening the first one, he read :
"Burgoyne, at the head of seven thousand British
and Hessians, and three thousand Indians, reached
Crown Point last night, and has started for Ticonderoga."
Philip motioned to his friends, and they withdrew
from the general's headquarters.
Being entirely independent of the army, they were
free to leave when they pleased.
Paul was commissioned to proceed to Washing ton's
headquar ters and report, while Peter and Nick o' the.

A Pleasan: Surprise.
Woods went to Fort Edward to acquaint Gen. Schuyler of the condition of affairs.
Philip reserved for himself the post of remaining
with St. Clair, until after the engagement with Burgoyne, before leaving for headquarters.
For nearly three weeks St. Clair waited. He seemed
to have lost that push and daring for which he had
been famous, and allowed himself to be frightened by
the superior numbers fighting under Burgoyne.
On the fifth of July he abandoned Ticonderoga, and
escaped with the garrison by way of Mount Independence and Wood Creek.
A fierce engagement ensued at Hubbardtown, in
which the British lost considerably, and received a
check in their advance.
But in that engagement Philip Underhill was taken
prisoner, and once again felt that death was within
sight.

CHAPTER XXXI.
A

PLEASANT SURPRISE.

Philip Underhill, bound hand and foot, was carried
by the soldiers to Whitehall, and made to watch the
engagement which ended in the capture of that place
by the British.
That night he slept in a dank and noisome cellar.
A Hessian was placed over him as guard, and the
scout tried every means to see the fellow's face.
But for some reason the Hessian avoided looking at
the prisoner.
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There was something familiar about his person,
which made Philip uneasy.
The hours passed away slowly. The air of the cellar
was suffocatingly loathsome.
Now and again a rat would start across the floor,
causing the sentry to ejaculate some German curse.
Once the man cursed so vigorously that Philip
suddenly asked :
"Were you ever in East Chester?''
"Yah !"
"With Franz Kappellmann ?"
"Yah !"
"You scoundrel! you hanged my brother."
"Von leetle boy?"
"Yes ; a babe almost."
"Mein Gott !'
The man had seen Philip once before, and it was
this fancied recognition that caused him to avoid looking into the prisoner's face. He had regretted the
killing of the children, but as a soldier, he had to obey.
"Mein Gott!" he ejaculated again.
"God never listened to a murderer's prayer," said
Philip, seriously. "Ferguson, the bulldog, killed himself, another is dead, and one a prisoner, and youwill die."
"Nein-nein ! Mein Gott!"
It seemed all the man could say.
Had Philip been free at that moment he would have
made short work of the Hessian.
But he was bound with tight ropes, and he felt his
limbs swelling with the pressure of the cords.
The night was far advanced before the Hessian sat
down to rest beside his prisoner.
0
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He was weary with long marching , and the air of
the cellar seemed to act like an opiate.
The cellar was dark. Not a ray of light entered
it since the small candle had burned itself away.
Philip heard a slight noise, as he fancied, on the
stairs.
He listened. Perhaps the sentry was to be changed.
He hoped not, for he wished to see the man again,
and by daylight accuse him of the unwarlike act of
killing little children.
The door was opened, but so cautiously that the
scout knew it could not be by the sergeant, whose duty
it was to change the guard.
Was it some secret enemy commissioned to kill him?
He knew that scouts were hated by both sides, and
many a soldier felt a pleasure in taking away the life
of a scout employed by the opposite side.
Philip never moved.
Breathlessly he awaited the denouement.
He looked in the direction of the door, and fancied
he saw a figure enter.
A little fl.ash of light, and again the cellar was dark.
But there fell on his ear a strange sighlike sound
which he did not like.
The next minute he felt warm hands on his face.
They were soft as a woman's.
The hands smoothed his cheeks, and then a voice
whispered in his ear :
"Make no noise-do as I tell you. I will release
you."
The hands were a woman's, he thought, and the
voice confirmed his opinion.
"Who are you ?"
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"Never mind," was the whispered reply.
"You are to die at four o'clock unless you can get
away. I will save you."
"My good angel !"
He felt the cords loosen from his wrists and ankles.
"Can you walk?"
"Yes."
"Now, Philip Underhill, you have pledged yourself
to do as I tell you. Are you willing?"
"Yes."
"Then listen--"
"The sentry?"
"Is dead. I had to kill him." A shudder passed
over the speaker as she uttered the words, and even
the scout was sick at heart as he heard a woman speak
of an assassin's act.
"We must change clothes," she said.
The scout was so surprised that he could do nothing
but repeat the words :
"Change clothes?"
"Yes ; you must leave here in my dress, and I must
have your coat."
"But you?"
"Will stay here."
"And be killed?"
"They won't hurt me."
"Who are you ?"
"I cannot tell you."
"Then I will not accept your sacrifice."
"I am called Alice Ludlum. There, now, I have
told. You must hurry or you will die."
"But Gen. Burgoy ne-"
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"Has signed your death warrant ; he is my - uncle,
but he will not listen to my prayer for your life."
"Why are you interested?"
"Never mind; but yet, if you escape and rejoin your
friends, tell Peter Harvey that Alice--"
She paused, and Philip whispered:
"Tell him what?"
"That Alice Ludlum hopes the war will soon be over,
and that he may be safe."
Philip accepted the brave woman's offer, and in a
few minutes had transformed his outward appearance
to that of a woman.
Giving Alice his long hunting coat, she put it on,
and gave him points about the quaint Puritan dress
she had purposely worn, as most likely to conceal his
leather trousers beneath.
"I thought no one of the fair sex could dress without a mirror," he said softly, and for reply received
a slight slap on the cheek.
When the transformation had been affected, she
instructed him as to the way he should go.
"I arranged with the sentries," she said; "they think
I was bringing you food, because I felt sorry for you."
Are you sure you are safe?"
"Yes."
"But what will your uncle--the general-say?"
"He will swear and fume, and to me say he is glad
I did it."
"I wish I could believe it."
"It is the truth. Now go. Don't walk too fast.
Cover up your face, for no girl would wish the soldiers
to recognize her, even if she were engaged in an act of
charity. Be careful till you are clear of the lines, and
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then make the best of your way to your own lines.
Good-by."
She took him by the shoulders and almost hustled
· him up the steps.
The fresh air was like a sweet perfume after the foul
miasma of the cellar.
Had Philip done right?
He had compromised a lady. Had allowed her to
be the butt of insult, perhaps outrage.
Was he not selfish ?
Several times he thought of turning back, but he had
no wish to die, and he knew Alice Ludlum well enough
to be sure that she had counted all the cost before she
had planned the heroic act.
Philip walked through the street like one dazed.
He had been challenged by the sentries; but it was
only a form, for he had made no reply and had not
been stopped. Indeed the Lady Alice had planned the
details well.
Once past the lines, Philip commenced to run.
When in the shelter of the woods, he paused to
consider which way would be the safest.
To return to St. Clair was extremely hazardous,
while to try and reach Gen. Washington necessitated
the procuring of some outer habilaments.
Fortunately, Philip had made some friends in the
woods, and to the house of one of them he went.
An hour later, with blackened face and bare arms,
Philip Underhill resumed his way through the wood,
pas3ing as a charcoal burner. After passing through
many adventures and strange vicissitudes, Philip left
the troubled district, and was again on his y.ay to the
camp of Gen. Washington.
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CHAPT ER XXXII.
THE NEW LEAGUE OF FIVE.

The pass through the lines, given by Peter Harvey
to the Lady Alice Ludlum, and transferr ed by her to
her uncle, Gen. Burgoyne, played an importan t part
in the events of July and August, 1777.
By its means the most secret maneuvers and plans of
the Americans became known to Gen. Burgoyne.
Gen. Schuyle r-reinfor ced by the arrival at Fort
Edward, of St. Clair and nearly three thousand
But every more was
soldiers- wanted to fight.
three feints made by
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two
and
enemy,
known to the
that the British, by
ely
conclusiv
the patriots showed
much.
too
knew
some strange means,
Fort Edward was therefore evacuated, and the Continentals retreated down the Hudson as far as the
islands of the Mohawk.
Philip Underhill, by a strange chance, intercepted
certain dispatches of Burgoyne's, and without hesitation read them.
He learned that the British general was fearful that
his supplies would be cut off, and he commissioned
Col. Baum to seize the American stores at Bennington.
Philip was quick to act. He allowed the letter to be
taken to Baum, but he had made arrangements to be
at Bennington before the letter could reach that place.
Requisitioning a horse-in other words, seizing
one-whi ch he knew possessed capabilities of speed,
he leaped on its back and almost flew across country.
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"Halt!"
Philip could hardly pull up; his horse moved like a
cyclone across a prairie.
"In the name of Congress, halt!"
The scout was ready to obey; and stout John Stark,
of New Hampshire, never met a luckier accident than
when he commanded the scout to halt.
He heard all Philip had to say, and after examining
Washington's commission to the young scout, he said:
"Are you free to act for me?"
"I am."
"Can you, will you, take a letter to Col. Warner?"
"Yes, if--"
·
"What?"
"You give me a horse equal to the one I ride, but
fresh."
"We will change."
Without rest, the scout started again on his journey,
and after five hours' hard riding delivered his message
to Col. Warner.
The result of the scout's forethought and quick
action, was one of the greatest of New England victories.
Baum's forces were utterly annihilated, and a battalion of Hessians under Breymann was completely
routed.
Burgoyne was in a critical position.
Retreat meant disgrace. To go forward meant ruin
and defeat.
Gen. Schuyler was succeeded by Gen. Gates, and
Burgoyne knew he had to face one of the most valiant
of soldiers and ablest of Renerals.
Then it was that the bulldog courage of the Britisher
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showed itself. For the general determined to fight until
every man was killed, every drop of blood shed.
P hilip tried to get away, but he was too valuable.
Gen. Gates had heard of him from Washin gton, and
much of the success of the campaig n was due to -him.
He was standing despondently in front of his tent
one day, thinking of his comrades of the League of
Five, and wonderi ng if Paul and Peter were safe.
He was resolvin g, when next he met them, to disband the league and induce the members to join the
army.
"Our mission has been fulfilled ," he mused. "The
slayers of my brothers and the personal enemies of
the Harveys are dead. Why then should we-"
"Hello, comrade !"
Looking up he saw a boyish figure, a strange r in
the camp, and yet one who must have had some interest
to get within the lines.
"Hello! " responded Philip.
The boy, dressed in the quaintly pretty peasant garb
of the day, laughed.
"And is Master Philip Underhi ll, of East Chester,
a soldier now?" he asked.
"I know you not, but your voice is familiar, I am
only an outsider, not a soldier."
"You know me not?"
"Thy name, fair boy?"
"Hast thou forgotten all thy friends? "
"I never forget."
"Never ?"
"No."
"And yet, methinks thou bast forgotte n me."
"I do not remember thee, I admit."
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"I know thy friends."
"The Harve ys ?"
"Even so ; and I did know a damsel that --"
"Dost thou mean Mistress Lucy Field? ''
"Wha t of her?"
"Dost thou know her ?"
"I did."
"Is she well? Has she happiness?"
"Oho! the leagu er has not forgot ten Lucy. "
"On my life, no! I would give my right hand to
see her."
"Rash youth ! Thy right hand would save thy life,
perha ps."
"Tell me of her."
"I must see thy Gen. Gates first. Condu ct me to
him, and I may chatte r with thee afterw ard."
Philip, with pulses aglow with the thoug hts of seeing some one who had conversed recently with Lucy
Field, conducted the boy to the general's headquarters.
Wear ily he paced up and down, counting every
minut e an hour.
"\Vhe re have I seen him? Who can he be?"
But the more he wondered the greate r was his perplexity.
When the youth reappeared he looked pleased.
"Gen. Gates hast said that thou couldst go with me
to Philadelphia."
"Are you going ?"
"Yes. "
"Whe n?"
"As soon as thou canst be ready ."
"Is Gen .--"
"Was hingto n is near there. "
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"Is Lucy Field there?"
"No, Capt. Philip. She is far from there."
"Where is she? Tell me. Oh, boy ! my heart is
breaking."
"Is it? And canst thou not-- "
Something in the youth's manner caused Philip to
look earnestly at him.
With a glad cry he clasped the youth in his arms.
"Lucy, oh, Lucy; how could I be so stupid? Why
art thou dressed like this?"
"Pettico ats meant danger, and I had to reach Gen.
Gates. Washin gton wants thee; so come."
It was a happy reunion, and Philip Underhi ll was
more than delighted at having so fair a companion on
his journey back.

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

Three weeks elapsed before Philip Underhill was
able to report to the commander-in-chief of the army,
then at Wilmington, Delaware.
Washington read the letter sent by Gates, and his
cold, stern face lighted up with a smile as his eyes
saw the eulogium on Philip's courage.
"Philip Underhill," he said, "Gen. Gates commends
thee to my notice. Thou hast done well. I give thee
henceforth a rank. Thou shalt be captain, and thy
position, chief of the scouts."
"How can I thank thee?"
"Listen first to my offer. Thou must take to thyself
a comrad e--a partner. "
"Paul Harvey ?"
"No; I have chosen another ."
"Peter Harvey ?"
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"No; think again."
"My cousin, Nicodemu s?"
"Nick o' the Woods, as he likes to be called, is one
of t)le finest men in the army. I am pleased with him.
But he is not to be thy comrade."
"Who then ?"
"\!Vilt thou accept?"
"It is my duty."
"But not your pleasure, eh?"
"Thy command is my greatest joy."
Washingto n left the room, and Col. Hamilton shook
the scout's hand warmly.
"We caught a spy three days ago who told us of
your doings."
"Told of me? Who was it?"
"Had it not been for one of the league of which
thou art captain, the spy would have been shot."
"Tell me, colonel, who is it?"
"A woman."
"A woman, did you say?"
"Yes."
"It could not be--"
"Yes, it is. She is Alice Ludlum."
"She saved my life."
"And Peter Harvey has saved hers."
"She is dangerous ."
"Not now."
"Why-is she in prison?"
"No."
"How, then, can you say she is not dangerous ?"
"Because to-night she will be the wife of Peter
Harvey."
"He is but a boy."
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"He is nineteen."
"And she--"
"Two years older, that is all."
Philip was astounded, and yet he warmly congratulated Peter on his choice.
The British spy might become a good patriot.
"Come. The general wishes me to introduce you
to your future comrade."
Hamilton led the way to another room. Philip
trembled as if a sentence of death was about to be
passed on him, for he knew well that his life would
easily be lost if his comrade was an injudicious friend.
What was his surprise to see only Lucy Field in the
room.
Hamilton whispered to the scout, "Thy comrade!"
and left the room.
And so it came about that in the camp at Wilmington a double wedding took place in the presence of
Gen. Washington.
Philip Underhill, now chief of the scouts, became
the husband of the fair patriot, Lucy Field, and Peter
Harvey espoused the Lady Alice Ludlum.
"The League of Five has fulfilled its work," said
Philip.
"Not so." answered Paul; "it will never be disbanded until the cruel war is over."
"No!" said Gen. Washinoton. "The League of Five
still exists: and Philip with Lucy, Peter with Alice
and Paul Harvey will make a strong League of Five,
united against the enemies of our country."
"And where do I come in?" asked Nick o' the
Woods.
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"General guide and unattached scout," answered
Philip.
When, five years later, the Treaty of Peace was
signed between Great Britain and the American Colonies, Gen. Washingto n surrendere d his commission
as commander-in-chief of the patriot army.
Ia his farewell address he referred to the scouts,
who had done so much, and specially did he ask the
thanks of the new nation to be accorded to those
heave boys, who, to avenge a private wrong, j oined the
forces of the patriots, and as scouts paved the way for
some of the greatest victories.
"I have always remembere d," said Gen. Washington, "that much of my success has been due--not only
to the regular army, which always did its duty, not
ooly to Congress, which seconded all my efforts-bu t
to the g rand valor and daring courage of four boys
and an idiot, who banded themselves together as independent scouts, and the nation, through me, gives its
thanks to the valiant League of Five."
Such praise was worth more than gold or lands.
The grandchild ren of Philip and Lucy Underhill
have the words emblazoned on parchment and handsomely framed.
A similar parchment adorns the walls of the house
occupied by the son of Peter and Alice Harvey, and
both families are proud of their noble ancestors. ·
Paul Harvey never married. During his life he was
the "uncle" ever welcome both in his brother's and
Philip's house.
Every year a pilgrimage is made to a grave in Jersey, under whose green sod John Harvey's body has
moldered away; and to the north, where a broken
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column tells in its silent grandeur of tl:ie bravery fi
heroic death of poor Crazy Dan.
History has but little to say of the League of Fl.ire,
but its memory lives in the minds of those whose forefathers fought and bled under the standard of Independence, carried to successful victory by George
Washington, the grandest man of modern times.
THE END.
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